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PLAYHOUSE DISPLAT'D. 


N INCE Life in miniature in Plays we bee, 
8 4 A Litth World, the Theatre muſt be, 4 


Where ſome feign Paſſions Wo: LE 
ROE never felt, K of 


; 

| 

y 

2 And callous hearted teach the foft to ere 

3 And thoſe whoſt circumſtances: make them 4 
F Appear all joyful, frolickſome, and glad; 


5 While the content, the thoughtleſs, and the win 
38 Seem all, huntility reflection — pan! 


Thus let them keep, or from themſelves dillenty | 
We find the uſe of what they repreſent. 5 

In the Green Room a chambermaid explore, 5 
Who calls a virtuous Queen a dirty Whore. 
A Roſamond whoſe beauty conquers all, 5 
Is patch'd and painted like an angient wall; Bn 
Kings, who in regal robes, ſupremely * 
Sit down to cribbage for a pint of wine, 

A 


K 


2 PRoLocUrs and EPiloGUes. 
As cards breed quarrels, pages in a heat. 
Knock PLINCES down, or call a monarch cheat; ” 
While the drubb'd ruler of ideal flates,, _ | 
Of warrants, juftice, and reſentment prates. 
Cucrelias who of virtue never think Nö 
With harmleſs M. ſſalinas, coffee drink. As 
Gay. Libertines, from vicious courſes free, oY 
| Preach to Divines concerning picty ; 
And imitative Clzrgymen declare, 4 . 
That women, eards, and wine, their rubricks are. 
HMachab the crucl, on the dice attends ö 
Reus with Aacduff, and both are cordial friends 
ie Richard with his ſavage temper parts, 
treats the princes with 2 — tarts; 
Virtuous Caliſtas, gay Lotharios ſcorn, 
And raking Altaments deride the horn. 
Aoninias ſmile at chaſtity betray'd, 
And Aae of een. are afraid. | 
s are chang'd to unrelenting braves, 7 
Jour. Flore, fn humbly into 5 — ſlaves ; 
| Lord Fappington gets drunk, and Sir John Brute, 
Turns out a coxcomb in a glating ſuit, 8 
Cladis grows philoſophic all at once, 


. 
3 


And brother Carlos an egregious dunce, . f 
Shylick the Jew compaſſionate appears, E 
And Alexander full of needleſs fears. : 


Othello free from jealouſy is grown, 

And Manplot mids no buſineſs but his own. 

Willair is grave, and Dor imont a fool, . 

Cats a libertine, and Fal/aff dull: 

Claudius, and Hamlet, and the injur'd ghet, 15 

Puſh round the glaſs, and pledge the ſelf ſame toaſt, 

l . 

1 
* 
V 


Scrub is the Bully, Archer, ſhakes with fear, 

While Bonzface is grave, and Jinnbeil queer. 
A hrazen grows modeſt, It, Kite is lad, 

Maſixwellis honeſt, Lady Grace run mad: 

Yet ſomctimes nightly calt, the part we find, 

Fo: in his part, the player ſpeaks his mind, | 0 
5 f „ A rea 


- 


PtoL0CUES- a Erie * 
& real bu ys the bu}ly's part, W 
7 the ck ca roars: the 2 of the how * 
Coxcombs, 4 x coxcomb's character ſuſtain, ' 
And ridicule themſelves, devoid: of pain: 
While fribbles mildly tell what fribbles are, 

Ang yet remain the very things they were * 

daes devoted to laſcivious' fires, | 

Take. pride in publiſhing their groſs Lane 
But none with real modeſt bluſhes glow, 
So much is ſentiment o'erlaid; by FF 2 
Some what. they cannot be, wow'd Faint appear, gh 
And thus a clown oftimes enacte pee? 41; 
Plods like. a plowing bull, and like a bear. eos 
Growls out his threats, to make his fervants fears. 
Tears each fine fentiment, eaeh paſſion roars, 3 
Sleeps in narration, and in'reas'ning ſnofes..\. 
A duke turn d dag, the human form diſdwns, . 
And kings turn'd harlequins, leap over enn, 

Let nature then for ever be the rule, 
In rage, grief, tendernefs, and ridicule 
Nature thould give the manager bis law, 
From nature players ſhould inſtruction dravr; 
And whether actors laugh, intreat, or ſtorm, PIES 
Nature ſhould each beholder's * fotmn,. - 


" In 


— OI IY 


NOPE" ” * —_ I _ 4 „— 


| © R . 2 G v 5 
Spoken in the: Charadter of aBvLby,. og: Je 


VE fought the champions of the earth all 1 
And either flew, or maile them quit che grouhd 

rom pole to pole, ſuch mighey — have Tf. 
That I've their glory from all heroes won: 
Where'er I go m preſence conqueſt brings, Möů * 
My fingle arm can — the fate of kings - e 
Pye-outroar'd lions, and out- amd 2 
Qutsblulter'd billowe, ay on — * 


The ſweer delightful partner of my bed 


4 PROLOGUES' and Erirocuxs. 
Out-fought. Briareus with his hundred hands, =} 


Out- bellow'd tigers on Arabia's ſands ; 


Out-light'ned light ning, and out thunder'd thunder, 
Out-fought Belona, and aſtoniſh'd wonder; 1 


And to . er my fame, all men agree, | 
That when I move, the world muſt move with me 


Upon the earth I've rain'd down bloody ſhowers, 


Made lanes of bodies, and of heads huge towers. 
Hedges of ſwords, and woods of lances ſhow, 
My great revenge accompliſh'd on each fo; 


With open mouth there lies a gaſping head, 


As if it panted for the blood it ſhed : 7... 
A head lopt off cuts capers, and word. . 
Leay up to join the ſhoulders once again. 

Diſmember'd arms lie welt'ring in. their gore, 


And graſp and {tretch to reach the ſwords they bore. 


When death to fetch me comes, as come he will, 
I'll make one bold attempt grim death to kill; 
And if death falls beneath my ſtrong endeavour, 
VI! then ſit down in peace, and live for ever. 


«dd th. 


TIES" —— 


A 1e R 0 1 0 16: UV 2, 
din te Clarattr ofa FRIBBLE, 
1 arbor! Natale | n or I faint, 


aer luck as mine wou'd enervate a faint, 
11 [ Hartfhorn is brought, 
Her em o 1 now Im better — Oh my poor weak frame, 
Ld Faddle's conſtitution's juſt the ſame; | 
P ve Joſt my:monkey—lovely Jacko's fled, 


Oh! had I beauteous: Jacto here to = | 
My dear Bit ſoul, ür N pug = 
| Can 


»44 * 


 Phorogtes” aw EpriLocuts, * 
Can I forget how ſmart he look'd, and bold, 
| Array'd in ſcarlet, trimm'd with ſhining gold: 
But then he grinn'd with ſuch delufive art, 
Alas | he quiekly grinn'd away my heart : 
No lady's ſmiles could ſuch delight beſtow, 
As the attractive grinnings of Jacko : 
In a pier glaſs he ſtudied all my airs, © +++ 
My tender frowns—and. foul-ſeducing leers ;* 
Danc'd when I danc'd—and caper'd to the kits | 
With equal fprightlineſs, and equal wit: 
When on my cheeks I put a bluſh of grace, 
With Spaniſh wool he'd tinge his olive face, 
And was, as all my real friends agree, 
Of my dear ſelf, the dear epitome. | 
But oh he's gone—he's {lily run away, 
- That triek I neer imagin'd he wou'd play; 
I'll advertiſe him tho”, and give a bribe,, | 
But firſt it will be proper to deſeribe; TO ob 
Whereas ſome time laſt ni ght, was ſtol n or ſtray d 
© Seduc'd, decoy'd,, inveigled, or betray'd;. _ 
% A fine male monkey, of a greeniſh. hue;. 
His coat of ſcarlet, and his waiſteoat blue; | 
That lac'd with gold, and this with ſilver fac'd,, | 
« Both cut and faſhion'd in the higheſt taſte;, | 
His other parts of dreſs conſtructed fo, 
« That he's exactly like a modern beau: 
« So if you meet a fribbling ſmart like me, 
« Seize him, perhaps it may my monkey be.. 
« Examine fribble, coxcomb, beau, and fop - 
* It's ten to one but you'll my Jacko ſtop; 4 
And I'll give him that brings him, for his pains 
The precious eſtence of a fribble's brains, 
In a tmall vial cork'd, with wond'rous ſkillßß;ñ 
„Iwill purge your brains, and give you wit at will.“ 
So till you. bring my: monkey 8 
L muſt the graces of my cheeks renew. 
AT A PRO. 
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+  ProLoevts and EPILOGUES, 


e e ee ee 
| Spoken in the Character of a Crorce-SeirT. 


O paſs the time before the curtain draws, 
| Suppoſe we call fome entertaining cauſe; 
I'II walk and talk, while you attentive ſit, 0 
For thought is tedious to a man of wit. 
Some time ago I found that thought gave pain, 
And ſo thinks I, PII never think again: 
And ſince that time I mention it as fact, 5 
'Thoughtleſs I always ſpeak, and thoughtleſs act; 
Yet underſtand, tho' thoughtlefs as the air, | 
Some curious ways to captivate the fair; 
For we Choice Spirits have ſuch winning arts, 
That the fair ſex with pride refign their hearts. 
But you by my intrigues ſhall indole me car, 
And ſee how fair I ſtand in Cupid's grace. 

A tender damſel firſt ſurpriz d my heart, 
Her form was lovely, and her manner ſmart; 
Her cheeks were roſy, and her teeth were white, 
Her chin was dimpled, and her eyes were bright; 
To gain her love I us'd no common ways, 
Such as to ſwear, to lye, to whine, to praiſe : 
No!—no!—T acted juſt as fancy led, 
And won her heart by ſtanding on my head. 
Y ou ne'er perhaps this way of wooing ſaw, | 
Let my antipodes—your laughter draw. | 

(E247 2s FRE aff [ Stands on his bead. 

A man is ſure for Cupid's purpoſe fit, _ 
When his extremities have equal wit. 

A briſk young widow next my fancy took, FE 
Plump as a partridge, like a hawk in look: _ 
A bold attack on widows ſhould be made, 

The brave alone are with their love repaid, 8 | 

OPT A. wif Since 


4+ + 


PROLOGUES and EPILOGUES, + 'F 


Since wiſe men ſay that luck attends the bold, 
I fairly lick'd a red-hot poker col. 1; 

A pretty ſpark, ſays ſhe, to quench love's flame, 
Who with ſuch eaſe can red-hod iron tame 
I always conquer thus, thro? dint of wit, 

Choice Spirits only on ſuch methods hit; 9 
Methods like theſe, becauſe they're odd, ſurprize, 
And being new, are ſure to gain the prizaze. 
I oftentimes have gain'd a fair one's grace, 
By riding jockey at a jack-aſs race. 
But the Bell rings—and.I muſt quickly go, 
If therefore any maid ave" 19] wou'd know; 
Let her on me her chaſte affections fix, & 
I know ſhe'll love me when ſhe knows my tricks. 


* * » 


* 


— 
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A FN O .-. 
Spoken in the Character of a B L O O D. | 


8 AYS one to me at Marjoram's laſt niht, 
Since you in quarrels, broils, and blood delight, 
Go fight the Turks - you'll gain immortal fame, 
While here your actions only bring you ſhame © 

But hold—my conftitution's much too nice, 
To take ſuch life-demoliſhing advice. 

I love the noiſe of bullies 4% of whores, 
But hate the clatter when a cannon roars ; 

A feeble watchman, who can hardly crawl, 

I bravely jumble up againſt the wall: 
But muſt I ſight becauſe ſo ſtands the caſe, 

A turban'd monſter with a lion's face, | 
To kick a waiter is ingenious work, 


But give the no fleſh-flicing with a Turk: 


'S PRorocurs and EPirooues. 
Let others take ſmoke, catinon balls, and fate, 
But I have no ambition to be lame; 
The ſears of Goddeſs: Venus I admire, 
But from the preſenee of Ged Mars retire. 
It's true, I've often made a ſmart campaign, 
In famous Covent- Garden, and Drury Lane. 
Ye Gods, what glories have I not atchiey'd, 
Such as to tell, would hardly be believ'd: 
The lamps have glimmer'd on thoſe acts of might, 
Which conſtables have regiſter*d by night. 
But let his worſhip's clerk my fame declare; | 
Aſk him my deeds—indeed they'll make coop | are, 
No man like me can kick a proſtitute, 
No man like me can imitate a brute :. 

The fcreams of whores my merit ſhall 1 
And broken noddles teſtify my fame; 

The rattling lamps ſhall jingle my renown, 5 
' And bailiffs ſpread my worth throughout the enn. 
I don't regard, as I'm a firſt-rate blood, 2 
A broken head, or tumble in the mud. 
In crimſon ſtreams ſometimes my glory flows, 
I love the honour— but deteſt the blows : 
Sometimes I'm beaten, and ſometimes I beat, 
Sometimes I follow,-and ſometimes retreat ; 
But talk no more of life-endangering works, 
I'd ſooner pay my debts, than Fa the Turks. 


as, 2. as. Hd Sa Ih. 2 4 
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A PROLOGUE 9 of EPILOGUES. 
Spoken at a private Benefit. 
Enter in a Black Coat 470 buttoned. 


REfoLD me in the uſual p dreſs, 
Though why it ſhould be are cannot gueſs; 
Cuſtom the a af fools— improvement We, 
Has long eſtabliſh'd that it ſhall be ſo: 


- 


But 


PROLOGUES and EPILOGUES.. 7 
But ſay, is flaviſh cuſtom to controul, 
The active vigor of my free-born ſoul ; | 
Il break the ſtatutes——and her lays deface,, /\ 
_ [Unbuttaning his coat and diſplaying 
a_gold laced waiftcoat.  ._ _ 


4 


| Behold the glare of deviating lace ; 


Departing farther {till from cuſtom's dream, 
I bid adieu to prologue's uſual, theme: 


And while o'er critic;rules my rivals doe 


A prologue upon epilogues compoſe. GGG... 
The epilogue, which always deck'd with ſmiles, 
In female accent, tragic care beguiles : . 
That when exalted thoughts, the mind impreſs. 
A trivial jeſt muſt make the pleaſure-leſs.——_ __ 
Ludicrous cuſtom, which compels to ſhow, 
The cap*0ſ folly, in the rear of woa; | 
Portrays a ſmile, emerging from a figh, EPR 
And pleaſure ſtarting Nom affliction's eye; 
Makes joy's bright beam in ſorrow's face appear, 
And Quibble dry the ſentimental tear. © hy 
If when a tragic tale in virtue's cauſe, 

The ſoft compaſſion, of the tender draws; _ .... \ 
Cuſtom, decrees; our feelings be repreſt, 1 
By ſome vile pun, or ſome unſeemly jeſmtm : 
By the ſame rule, when comic ſwains give birth, _ 
To nature*s dimples, in the cheeks of mirth; 

A doleful ditty, ſhould conclude the night, 

And rob the audience of their dear delight : 

Eer with improvement they can make retreat, 

The purpoſe of the well-wrought piece defeat. 

Then ſons of genius, be it all your pride, Ee 
To throw the codes of prejudice aſide:  .. _ 

By cuſtom's ſhackles be no more reſtrain d, 
Be ev'ry mental faculty unchain'd. | 
Our bodies freedom we in birthright find, 8 
Then lets aſſert the freedom of the mind, 
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In the Character a of SoMEBODY,  with- a aden; 
&/ign again Nonony. 


ELL, Somebody I fee at Jaft is come, 
And Nobedy I hope is left at home; 
That frightful ſhadow would have marr'd the joke, 
Had Nobody been here—the devil an epilogue ſhould 
Pf „ OE a . 
= Ladies and gentlemen, pray note me well, 
F T hither come, of certain wrongs to tell; 
| Which I have quffer'd from that crazy noddy, 
| You underſtand me now—l mean Nobody : 
An upftart ſpark that ſwaggers thro” the ſtreets, 
And takes the wall of every one he meets; HOOD 
Does every where impoſe himſelf for mem 
Talks much, thinks none, and cocks his hat d'ye { 


„ | | 
And All the while the raſcal's Nobody. 
The griping miſer ſat brimful of gare, 
When-the-wind chane'd to make the window jar; 
Sudden he ftarts—oh lord! my gold—PII ſwear ;_ 
Yes, I will ſwear it, fomebody is here. 
'Then kindles up a light, e t Ma. } 


And ferrets all his houſe in fearch of me, 

But at the laſt he found Sirs, Nobody. 

Since Nobody was fairly then detected, 
Tis hard that Somebody ſhpuld be ſuſpected. 

A freak like this, the jealous buſband play'd.. 

Who thought His wife had brutified his head ;, - 

I have it here, quoth he, and looks a mort, 

But Damme, Somebod ſhall: ſuffer for'ty,,  #& 

When all the while Nobody has been at the —_— 


* 


8 


 PRoLoGUES and EvILOGUES, "tr 
The brifk young virgin goes to church arra 's, 3 
In Gining Eis is ti . brocade; # 031 
The ſparkling glances of her eyes declare, 
The heart of Somebody ſhe wou'd enſnare. Th 
But if aceus'd, the furiouſly denies, * 
Sir let me die —you put me in ſurprize, "2 
I'm ſure I look'd at Nobody, the cries. 
Then let her wed him ſtrait and ſhe'll be ſped, | 
For Nobody, as Thave heard it ſaid, : | 
Is with a bride bad company in bed, 9 1 
But as for d f ith ofs e,, 
And have deluded many an eaſy maid: 1 
The proteſtations which Somebody have ſpoke, 
Somebody here can tell have oft been broke. 
Ah! gentle maidens of your hearts take care, 
The words of Somebody are light as air: . 
But jeſt be Wav'd —ftnce none but friends are © hers 
It is my duty to conclude ſincere; | 
Then thus in humble manner I impart, : 
The ardent withes of a friendly heart, 
Long may proſperity attend you all, 
And may Nele uc on AA fall. 


— _— — — —_— i ** 


. 


? R. M h S 


RY cuſtoms ſanion "Es have prologues ſtood, 
And ſtemm'd the torrent of a critic flo.d; 


Obtain'd for authors, actors, public favour, 
And conſecrated een a mere endeavour. 

Bold is his tafk, in ſuch a critic age, 
Who launches forth upon the Britiſh ſtave, 
To paint the paſſions critically true, 1 
And hold great Shakeſpeare to the public view: 
Attempts molt arduous, ſince they ſtill require 
K Gartick's — with a Garrick's fire. 


All 


12 PROLOGUES and EPILlocurs. 
All pale and trembling then muſt we appear, 


If but a ray of genius gleams to ſight, 


To your deciſion we ſubmit our cauſe, 


After delivering the Lecture en HEADS 79 4 ſelect 


* 


With apprehenſion ſhock'd, abaſh'd by fear; 
When we preſume ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 
And trace thoſe paths which Roſcius trod before. 
We ſue for candor then, and frankly own, 

As culprits here, arraign'd before the town, 
That we indulge a ſtrong, tho' vain defire, - 
Humbly'to copy what we moſt admire. 


Or one ſmall dawn of feeling breaks to light; 
If but a ſpark of paſſion warms the heart, 
One happy look ſenſation. can impart; 

If ſome faint ſketch of character you trace, 
Mark'd out by nature in the mien or face; 


And veſt in. you our title to applauſe. 


EY * a 


* 


r. 


5 Company of Friends. 
N heads, faces, and fo forth, you've now heard 
the lecture, 
But I claim not the merit of being the projector; 
No merit I plead, but a wiſn to divert, ; 
And hope that ſuch plea is approv'd in this court: 
But why merely hope, ſince reaſon commends 


r a rr 


| 8 in culprits, arraign'd before friends: 


Then boldly Fl! venture, nor doubt your applauſe, 
To pronounce for you all ſuch decree in my cauſe, 
As cancels all cenſure, enacts in my favour, 
That thoſe deſerve candour who do their endeavour, 
Since long-time experience this truth doth atteſt, 
The wiſeſt and greateſt can do but their beſt: 
Behold 1 your culprits, to your judgment ſubmit 
e | | Git | 

And your verdict await to condemn or acquit him. 


e 


'B! R 0 os 0 Fel 1 E 
To BRITANNIA, a MASQUE. 
Spoken by Mr. G AR RICE. 


in the rar GH 4 Sailer, 17 and a 3 


He euer, Jinging. 


8 a beben ifs N 5 
TE LL, if thou art, my boy, alittle mellow ? 
A ſailor, half ſeas o'er—'s a pretty fellow! 
What chear, ho ?, Do 1 carry too much Aail,? . 


15 the pit. 
No—tight and trim—T ſcud before the gal 


Ee e Rlaggers forward, then flops | 


But ſoftly tho ———the veſſel ſeenis to heel: 
Steddy 1 my boy ſhe muſt not ſhew her keel. 
And now, thus ballaſted—what coure to ſteer ? 
Shall: I again tp ſea and bang unſeer? 

Or ſtay on hore, me toy with 91 and 84. 
Doſt love em, bo "By this rig right hand I do! 
A well-rigg'd 7% ſurel. mo inviting : W 
There's nothing better, f ith—ſave flip and agg; 

J muſt awa mu 

What! hall we ſons of beef and freedom ſtoop, 

Or lower our flag to ſlavery and ſoop.? 

What ! ſhall 1 the e parly-vous make ſuch a racket ; 
And I not oo 2 hand, to lace their jacket? 

Still 10M "ng nd be your eure butt 3 
Wheneer he es, we ſhould alwa 'S 122 25 

I'll to 'em, aich. Avaſt . before 
Have not.! promis'd dall to 17 the ſhow? | 


' % 4 
» 4 


1 Puth 


1 | | PROLOGUES and EP1LoGus. 


 [Pulis out a 2 
From this ſame paper we ſhall underſtand 
What work's to night—l read your printed hand | ! 
Firſt let's refreſn a bit for faith, I need it—— 
Il take one ſugar-plumb—and then I'll read it. 
{ takes ſome tobaccv. 
L read. the play-bill of "Lars which was 
 » ,atted that evening.” - 
«At the . | 
<c will be preſen- ta-ted a Tragedy called — 
, oe Sao 
I'm glad 'tis Sarab —- Then our Sa!l may ſee 
Her nameſake's tragedy : and as for me, 1 
I'll fleep as ſound, as if I were at ſea. 
« To which will be added, =" F 
e a new MASQUE.” 
Zounds why a maſque ? We ſailors hate grimaces: 
Above board all, we ſcorn to hide our faces. 
But what is here, ſo very large and plain? 
% B&I-TA-NIA”—oh Britania good again 
Huzza, boys 1—by the Royal George I ſwear, 
Tem coxen, and the crew, ſhall ſtrait be there. 
All free-born ſouls muſt take Pri-ta-niq's part, 
And give her three round cheers, with hand and heart! 
[going off be flops. 
I with you landmen tho', would leave your tricks, 
Your factions, parties, and damn'd mk N 
And like us, honeſt tars, drink, fight, and ſing ! 
True to yourſelves, your country, and your king! 


\# 4% 


Fane 


— 


. F 0 0 T. k. 
In the Choracter of Da. 8 QUINT UM. 
N FAR the mad manſions of Moor feld: I'll baw); 5 


Friends, fathers, mothers, ſiſters, ſons, and all 


dh 3 * our ſhops, and liſten to my call. 
wit Ps, * Wich 


t! 
JA 
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With labor, toil, all ſecond means diſpenſe, 
And live a rent-charge upon providence. 


Which once a widow and her child befell, 


Prick up your ears; a ſtory now LI tell, 


I knew the mother, and her daughter well; 

Poor, it is true, they were ; but never — 

For whatſoe' er they aſk'd was always granted : 

One fatal day, the matron's truth'wastry'd, 

She wanted meat and drink, and fairly cry'd.' . + 

(Child) Mother, vou eryf (Auth. ) Ob, child, Pre 
got no bread. 

(Child) * ee that? Why providenes an t 

ea | 

With reaſon good, this truth the child might boy, | 

For there came in at noon, that very day, | 

Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mutton, 


Ay, that mi 


But we ne'er 


2 


b 


And d'ye deſerve it? How d' ye 


In paſtimes, prodigality, and may 


A better ſure, a table ne er was put on: 


ht be, ye ery, with thoſe Sor fouts * 
ad a raſher for the coals. 


_ your days: 


Let's go ſee Foote! Ah, Foete's a precious limb 1 
Old- nick will ſoon a foot- ball make of him b 
For foremoſt. rows with ſide- boxes you ſhove,, 
Think you to meet with ſide-boxes above? 


Where giggli 
No, you will a 


| be cramm'd into the pit, 


girls, and powder d fops may fits: [4 


And crowd the houſe for Satan's Benefit. 

Oh! what you ſnivel; well, do ſo no more 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door, C 
And, if:L W 'l give it to Ha rs 1 


£ 


* 
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1 


PROLOGUE re ru AU THOR., 
Written and ſpoken by Mr. FOOTE. 4 


| 
| Ts 
EV E RE their Taſk, 10 this Critic ages, 0 
With freth materials furniſh out the Stage! : 
Not that our Fathers drain'd the comic ſtore ; 
Freſh Characters ſpring up as heretofore- 
Nature with novelty does ſtill abound ; 
On every fide freſh follies may be found. 1 
| But then the taſte of every gueſt to hit, 3 


2  — —— 
— —— 


To pleaſe at once, the Gall'ry, Box, and Pit; 
Requires at leaſt no common ſhare of wit. 

Thoſe who adorn the orb of higher life, 
Demand the lively rake, or modiſh wife; 
'Whilſt they, who in a lower circle move, 
Yawn at their wit, and flumber at their love. 
if light low mirth employs the comic ſcene, | 
Such mirth, as drives from vulgar minds the Went 
The poliſh d Critic damns the wretehed ſtuff, 
And crys, — twill pleaſe the Gall ries well eiongh. 
Such jarring judgments who can reconcile? | 
Since Fops will frown, where humble Traders ſmile. 

To daſh the Poet's ineffectual claim, 
And quench his thirſt for univerſal r 
The Grecian Fabuliſt, in moral lay 
Has thus addreſs'd the writers of his day. 

Once on a Time, a Son and Sire we're told, 
The Stripling tender, and the Father old, 
Purchas'd a Fack- th at a Country Fair, 
To eaſe their limbs, and hawk about their ware; 
But as the ſluggiſh animal was weak, 
They fear'd, if both ſhould mount, his back would 

break: 1 
Up 


== 


— — @K@ 


— — — RN 
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Pray nog . 
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| PRoLoGUEs and EPrLocuEs;, 7 
Up gets the Boy, the Father leads the aſs, _ 

And thro” the gazing crowd attempts to paſs; 

Forth from the throng, the grey-beards hobble. out- 
And hail the Civics with feeble ſhout, _ 

This the reſpe# to reverend age yau ſhew? | 
And this the duty you to Parents owe? 

He beats the h1of,, and you are ſet aſtride; 

Sirrab ! get down, and let your Father ride 

As Grecian Lads were ſeldom void of grace, 
The decent, duteous youth, reſign'd his place. 
Then a frefth murmur through the rabble ran, 
Boys, Girls, Wives, Widows, all attack the man. 
dure never was brute Beat fa void of natie 7 ; 
Haque por no pity for the p' efty creature 

To your aton baby can you be unkind? _ 

= Here—Suke, Bill, Betty put the child behind. ” | 
| OldDapple next, the Clowns compaſſion claim d; 
Tir wonderment, them Boobies ben't aſhamd* 
Two at a time upon a poor dumb bn!!! 

They might as well aue carry d him ar leaſt. 

The pair {ti} pliant to the partial voice; 5 og 
Diſmount, and bear the Afs— Then what a noiſe 
Huzzas—loud laughs, low gibe, and bitter joke, 
From the yet ſtlent Sire, tltele words provoke, __ - 
Proceed, my Bey, nor heed their farther call, 
Vain his attempii, who Hives to pleaſe them ai. 


17 
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PEN ‚ ; oa 
Written and Spoken” by: Mr. WOODW ARD. 
On his firft Appearance at Covent-Ga rex Tua KA, 


O:tober 6, 1762, inthe Character of MaR PEO; a ter 
bavirg betn Max AG HA I DUBLINV Poar Fiat; 


ould EHOLD the prodigal—return'd—quite tame, 
And (tho? you'll-hardly think it) full of Fame: 
Up Retr Ta 3 Afban''d ! 


18 PRorloc ugs and EPILOGUES:/ | 
Aſham'd ! ſo long t' have left my patrons here—— 
On random ſchemes—the lords knows what and 

e 1 * e e 
— With piteous ſace (long ſtranger to a grin) 
Receive the Na F0Gs let him gt | F 
Forgive his error5—ope the friendly door; 
And, then, he's yours',--and yours*,--and yours3,--av 
| | heretofore———— 1 f 
e Gods! what havock does ambition make 
Ambition ! drove me to the grand miſtake! 
Ambition]! made me mad enough to roam 
But now, I feel (with joy) that home is home 
Faith! they put powder in my drink, d'ye ſee! 
Or elſe, by Pharaoh's foot, it could not be! 
Belike queen Mab touch'd me (at full o moon) 
With a field-marſhal manager's battoon —— _ 
And fo, I dreamt of riches ——henor —— pow r —— 
*T was but a dream tho'—and, that dream is oer 
How happy, now, I walk my native ground; 
Above—below—nay ! Rich all round and roumi, 
I gueſs ſome pleaſures in your boſom burn, 
Jo ſee the prodrgal poor ſon return —— 
— Perhaps! I'm vain, tho”, and the cafe miſtake— 
No—no—yes—yes,—for old acquaintance fake 
Some gen'rous, hoſpitable ſmiles you'll fend —— 
Beſides ! I own my faults and mean to mend 
— Oh, ho, they ring“ — how feet that ſound appears, 
After an abſence of four fireſeme years | | 
Marplot, to-night—ſo ſays the $1.1 of fare 
Now, waits your pleaſure, with his uſual air—— 
Oh!] may I act the part, ſtill ger and ver ! 
But never BE the Busy BODY more. 


7 


4,2, 3, Pit, Boxes, Gallaries. oY 4 vi) 1 * 3) an 
© The warning-bell rings. ,9*,Poiming to a play - bill. 


- 


+.) .. - PROLOGUE 


ProLoGUE ani EvYLocunss. Ip 


PROLOGUE r BARBAROSSA. 
And Spoken by him in the Character of a CounTay Bev. i | 


| ___.., Meaſter! meaſter! 
S not my meaſter here among you, pray? _ 
Nay, ſpeak—my meaſter wrote this fine new play 
The actor- folks are making ſuch a clatter! | 
They want the pro-log—I know nought o'th' matter! 
He muſt be there among you look about: | 
A weezen, pale-fac'd man, do find him out 
Pray, meaſter, come—or all will fall to ſneame; 
Call. miſter hold muſt not tell his name. 1 
Law ! what a crowd is here ! what noiſe and pother! 
Fine lads and laſſes ] one o'top o't'other ! | 
Pointing to the rows of pit and gallery. 


I cou'd for ever here with wonder geaze | 

I'ne'er ſaw church ſo full in all my dass 

Your ſervant, ſurs - what do you laugh for? eh! 

You donna take me ſure for one o'th? play ? 

You ſhou'd not flout an honeſt country-lad,— 

You think me fool, and I think you half mad: 

You're all as ſtrange as I, and ſtranger. too, 

And, if you laugh at me, I'll laugh at you. [ Laughing. 

I donna like your London tricks, not I, n 

And ſince you've rais'd my blood, I'll tell you why⸗ ! 

And if you wull, ſince now I am before ye,  - 

For want of pro-log, I'll relate my ſtory. 

I came from country here to try my fate, 

And geta placeamong the rich and great; 

But troth I'm ſick o'r” journey I ha ta'en, | 

I lixe it not—wou'd I were whoame again, ——— _ _ 
OR : 1 : ; ; Firſt, 
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Firſt, in the city I took up my ſtation, 
And got a place with one of th* corporation, 
A round big man he eat a pleagy deal. 
Zooks ! he'd have beat five ploomen at a meal 1 
But long with him I cou'd not make abode, 
For, cou d you think't ?—he eat a great Sea- toad 
It cume from Indies — twas as big as me, | 
He call'd it belly-patch, and capapee - 
Law! how I ſtar'd !—I thought, - who knows, but I, 
For want of monſters, may be made a pye; | 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 
I'tf back to whoame, and country-fare again. 

I left Toad-eater ; then I ſerv'd a lord, 
And there they promis'd'!—but ne'er kept their word. 
While *mong the great, this geaming work the trade is, 
They mind no more poor ſervants, than their ladies, 

A lady next, who lik'd a ſmart young lad, 
Hir'd me forthwith - but, troth, I thought her mad. 
She turn'd the world top down, as I may ſay, 
She chang'd the day to neet, the neet to day! 
I was fo ſheam'd with all her freakiſh ways, | } 


— 
———— ͤ —-— — „ ** 
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She wore her gear fo ſhort, ſo low her ſtays — 
Fine folks ſhew all for nothing now-a-days ! 
One day I ſtood by coach, and did but ſtovp 

To put the foot-board up, and with her hoop- 

She cover'd me all ofer—where are you out? 

Here, Madam, for heav'n fake let me out! 
Nov I'm the poet's men find with wits, 
There's nothing ſartain nay, we eat by fits. _ 
Our meals indeed are flender,—vrhat of that? 
There are but three on's—meaſter, L, and cat. 
Did you but ſee us all, as Pm a finner, 
You'd ſcarcely ſay, which of the three is thinner. 

My wages all depend on this night's piece, 
But ſhou' you find that all our ſwans are geeſe! 
E'feck I'll truſt no more to meaſter's brain, 
But pack up all, and whiſtle whoame again. 


- —= \ 
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Behold a gentleman - and that's enough 
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' [4s be is going but ret 
01 have ug the gneſt ſi Ni in all the nation! 


* ſeen my Lord Moy r's beit, and the Sende p 


and ſince thoſe wo fine ſights have come to . 
2 ſeen the King's State- Coach, and the WEE 5 EH 


1 * 9 . . - 
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EPILOGUE 70 BARBAROSSA.. 
un by Mr. GAR RICE. | 


- Spoken by "Mer WOODWARD, 
* the Character of a fine. Gehtlemans | 


Eur fpeltiet without. : 
porn 3 Furl your Epilogue—and hold mo 
hall we of* 1 5 be told what's right and wrong * 

Had you ten Epil ogues you ſhou'd not ſpeak * "4 
Thot he had it Fn Uin lingum Grecum. 
I' do't by 2 the Gods (you muſt excuſe me} 
Tho' author, actors, audience, all abuſe me! 


5 | To the AUDIENCE... 


Laugh if you pleaſe—P!I take a pinch of ſnuff! 
[ come to tell you (let it not ſurpriſe you) 
That I'm a wit—and worthy to adviſe you. 
How could you ſuffer that ſame country booby, 

That pro-Jogue ſpeaking ſavage,—that great looby,, 
To talk his nonſenſe ? give me leave to ſay 


"Twas low—damn'd low but ſave the fellow's 
lay 

Let the poor devil eat, — allow him that, 

And give a meal to Meeſter, Mon and Cat : 


But 


— ee ee moan 
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22 Erirocuzs and PROLOGUES: . 


But why attack the faſhions? — ſenſeleſs rogue ! 
We have no joys but what reſult from vogue: 
The mode ſhou'd all controul—nay, every paſſion, 
Senſe, appetite, and all, give way to faſhion $ 
I hate as much as he, a Turtle-fraft, „„ 
But till the preſent Turtle-rage has ceas d. 5 


* 


. Fd ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaſt. 


T have no Ears, — yet op'ras I adore! 
Always prepar'd to die— to 1 mere? 2 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their dreſs, 
He wants em all ruff*d up like good queen Beſs / 
They are, forſooth, too much expos'd, and free 

ere more expos'd, no ill effects I ſee, : 
For mare, or leſs, tis all the ſame to me. 
Poor gaming too, was maul'd among the reſt, 
That precious cordial to a high-life breaſt ! 
When thoughts ariſe, I always game, or drink, 
An Engliſh gentleman fhou'd never think — 
The reaſon's plain, which ev'ry ſoul might hit on 
What trims a. Frenchman, ouerſett a Bruton © 
In us reflection breeds a ſober ſadneſs, 
Which always ends in politics or madneſs: 
I therefore now propoſe—by your command. 
That tragedies no more wall cloud this land; _ 
Send o'er your Shakeſpeare's to the ſons of France, 
Let them grow grave—Let us begin to dance | 
Baniſh your gloomy ſcenes to ſoreign climes, 
Reſerve alone to bleſs theſe golden times ö 
A farce or two and //oodwerd's pantomimes 


2 bs 
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Ma. WOODWARD's PROLOGUE, 
To the Pray of Fd; 

EVERY MAN in, ns HUMOUR. 


{Performed March 15, 1763, for his Benefit at CovenT-GanDen.) 


ITS range (excuſe my gravity) tis paſſing ſtrange, 
1 o gas this idle Lr given of change 

The days, the ſeaſons change, and men and women, 

All change their minds and all that can their linen. 

Let the grave moraliſt, with curious 2 4 $0; 

Obſerve the buſy throng that vend and buy ——— qo 

Change, Sir, I muſt have change—is all the . 1 

The World, a meer Change-alley we may call; 

Stars, ſtocks, and tides, and actors, riſe and fall— - 

Thus I, who late with worſe than tragic face, 

With ſhrug repentant, and with fad'grimace, 

Moſt humbly ſued you'd take the wand'rer in, 

Am tempted now to more than comic grinn 

Am forc'd to give theſe deep reflections birth, 

And ſhew my wiſdom to diſguiſe my mirth. 

Truth is, the ſtrange delight your miles impart, ö 


Has often rais'd too high my conſcious heart; 
Inſpir'd my airs, and ſometimes — ſpoil'd my part. 
Hence has a Giant-Bard- you all know who, 

In lines moſt ſage, and as tis ſaid, moſt true, 
Remark'd on WWordward's tricks, his flarts, and whims, 
His twiſted features, and his tortur d limbs, 4 

His wink impertinent, his ſaucy flare, 

His grin ridiculous, his careleſs air. 

His more than Idiot-vacancy of face, 

Mis minkey arts, and mountebank grimace, 


That 
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That furrow'd cheeks with antaught laughter fill, 
And make ſad Criticks ſmile again/t their will, 
Alas, poor wiſdom ! doom'd to vile dif Peer, 
While antic — * ſits upon her fa ac 
With grins deteſted, and uſurping mirth, 
That make her hate berſelf, and curſe her birth 
I'm ſorry—but theſe pangs ſhe mutt endure, _ 
Unleſs you fotce me to apply the curm 
If you indeed ſhould threat to lay the ſwitch , 
I ſtraight ſhall-own myſelf a grab þ = p 
To cure all lamentable mirth profeſs," 5 
All griefs phantaſtical, and droll diſtreſs.— 
is when we need- to-night! cannot fear 
Th' extorted ſimper, or the ready ſneer, | 
When all around ſuch partial fmiles I fee, 
And each kind aſpect ſeems to beam on * © Ages 
h{-ſhould: your favour haply be PRs, Fe 5 


et it, like my imputed errors, iaſ t; 

And zaclination kindly take for taſte + © 8 8 | 

So ſhall I ſtill indulge a grateful Bett, 4 
And feel uncheck'd the pleaſure you e, 3 
Fet under Bobad is grave ma wort to- 7 # 

I'll hide che antie baubfe from your fi 

In calm compoſure ſmoak my init 

And take, for all my RE hs en l 


4 - 


4 1 oo 2 - 1 
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PROLOGUE 7 the APPRENTICE 
A Spoken by Me. WOODWARD. a1 


[| P RoLoGues precede the jece, in nouratut ve 
As undertakers—walk- before the hearſe, . 
=. Whoſe doleful march may ſtrike the harden d mind, 
1 And wake its n the dead—behind, | OY 
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No ſmuggled, pilfer'd ſcenes from France we ſhew, 


'Tis Engli/h--- Engliſh, Sirs! from top to toe. 

Our hero is a youth---by fate defign'd 

For culling ſimples,--but whaſe ſtage- ſtruck mind 

Nor fate could rule, nor his indentures bind. 

A Place there ãs where ſuch young Quixotẽs meet, ) 

'Tis call'd the SPoUTING-CLUsB ;- -a glorious treat! 5 

Where *prentic'd-kings--alarm the gaping ſtreet 

There Brutus ſtarts and ſtares by midnight taper, 

Who all the day enacts-—-a r * 

There Hamlet's Ghoſt ſtalks forth with doubPd fiſt; 5 

Cries out with hollow voice Lit, li, O ft, þ 

And frightens Denmar#'s prince---a young tobacconift, \ 

The ſpirit too, clear'd from his deadly white, 

Riſes---a haberdaher to the ſight! 

Not young, attornies---have this rage withſtood, 

But change their pens for TRUNCHEONS, int for 
| BLOOD, 5 „ | -p 

And (ftrange reverſe!) die for their country's goed. 

Thro' all the Town this folly you may trace; 

Myſelf am witneſs---'tis a common caſe. 05 

I've farther proofs, could ye but think I wrong ye, 

Look round- you'll find ſome ſpouting youths 

ga among ye, 1 yy 

Ye ſtage-ſtruck heroes,--- Jack, Dick, Tom, Will, 

Who hold the balance, or who gild the pill; 

And you, who to the Ladies make your court, 

And while you ſimper clip an inch too ſhort, 

Quit not the ſubſtance for an-empty ſhade, 

Stick to the rule of three, and mind your trade; 

But hark! I'm call'd ®,-- be warn'd e. you ſee, 

Oh ſpout no more: -Fareibell, remember me, 


* The warning-hell ringe. 
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THE EPILOGUE. 
"Spoken by Mrs. CLIVE. 1 


Exters reading the Play-Bill. 
Very pretty bill---as I'm alive! 
ne part of---nobody---by Mrs. Clive. 
A paltry, fcribbling fool---to leave me out; 
He'll ſay, perhaps - he thought I could not ſpout, 
Malice and envy to the laſt degree! 
And why ?---I wrote a farce as well as he. 


Of Prologue dreſs'd in black, or face in maſ- 


+ % + '# 


Yet *twould have been a better ſcheme by half 

T'have thrown his weeds aſide, and learnt with me 
8 

I could have ſhewn him, had he been inclin'd, 


A ſpouting junto of the female kind. | 7 


There dwells a milliner in yonder row, _ 
Well-dreſs'd, full-voic'd, and nobly built for ſhew, 
Who, when in rage, ſhe ſcolds at Se and Sarah, 


Damn'd, damn d diſſembler! thinks ſhe's more than ( 

| Zara. e k 
She has a daughter tco, that deals in lace, 1 
And ſings- O ponder well---and Chevy-Chace, | 1 
And fein would fill the fair Ophelia's place 
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And in her cock'd-yp hat, and gown of camblet, . | 
Preſumes on ſomething - touching the lord Hamlet. 
A couſin, tao ſhe, has, with ſquinting eyes,, .) 
With waddling gait, and voice like Londm cries. 
Who, for the ſtage too ſhort by half a ſtory, 
Acts lady Townly—thus—in all her glory. 
And, while ſhe's traverſing her ſeanty room, 
Cries—** Lord, my lord, what can I do at home! 
In ſhort, there's girls enough for all the fellows, / | 
The ranting, whining, ſtarting, and the jealous ; 
The Hotſpurs, Romeos, Hamlets, and Otheltos.. - 
Oh! little do theſe ſilly people know 
What dreadſul trials—actors undergo : 
Myſclft—who moſt in harmony delight, | 
Am ſcolding bere from morning until night. 
Then take advice from me, ye giddy things, 
Ye royal ga ye e kings 
Young men beware, and ſhun our flippery ways, 
Study Fe ua 1 and burn your plays. . 
And you, ye girls, let not our tinſel train 
Enchant your eyes, _ turn your mad ning brain: 
Be timely wiſe; for oh | be ſure of this; | 
A ſhop, with virtue, is the height of bliſs. 
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ADDRESS To Tm T O W MN. 
In the Character of the Busy Bovr, 
872 my good friends, tho? late, are pleas'd at laſt 
I bear with patience all my ſuff rings paſt ; 
To you who ſaw my ſuff rings, it is clear, 


Thought my ſecrets moſt confounded dzar. 
C2 To 


a PrRoOLOGUEsS and EPILOGUES. 


To any gentleman not over nice, 5 
I'll ſell 'em all again, and at half- price. 
Wou'd I had been among you for, no do 
You all have ſecrets, cou'd I find them out. 
Each has a ſecret fitted to his fancy ; | 
My friends above there—honeſt . Nancy; 
How J well their ſecrets with their paſſions ſuit, 
Hearts full of love, and pockets full of fruit ;; 
Each jolly ſailor thus his miſtreſs grapples, | 
They look, and laugh, and love, and eat their apples. 
So good or wiſe this precious town is growing, 
There's ſcarce a ſecret here that's worth the knowing 
Nay, where a hungry mind expects a feaſt 
Mongſt politicians—it will get the leaſt. | 
They promiſe much--ſeem full--ftare, nod, and pout, 
But tap em, and the devil a drop comes out. 
In ſhort, 111 give this bufy buſineſs over, 
Where much is felt, and ſittle to diſcover 
But ſhould the ladies wiſh, or want t'employ me, 
i ſhou'd be proud and pleas'd if they would try me. 
To manage meetings, or to ſlip a letter, 
"Fhere's no French milliner can do it better. 
As for the Gentlemen—the Rake, os Beau—— - 
1 wou'd not give *em that - for all they know: 
Indeed, for ſecrets there are none excel em; 
But then they make em, and when made they tell em. 
There is one ſecret ſtill remains behind, | 
Which ever did, and will diſtract my mind 
I'd give up all for that—nay, fix for ever, 
To find the ſecret - to deſerve your favour. 


\ 
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r R O L Oo G uU E 
T TASTE (COG MEI v. 
Mien by Mr. GR R RICK, 
id Spoken by him in the Charatter of an Avefο en. 


B this Court I PETER Pur appear 
A Briten born, and bred an Aucti meer; | 
Who for, myſelf, and exe a hundred others, 
My uſeful, 8 bawling brothers, 
With much humility and fear implore ye, 
To lay our preſent, deſp' rate caſe before ye. 

Tis faid this night a certain Wag intends 
To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends: 
If Lords and Ladies, and ſuch dainty folks, 
Are cur'd of Auction-hunting by his jokes; 
Should this odd doctrine ſpread throughout the land, 
Before you buy, be fare to underfland, © © 
Oh ! think on us what various ills will flow, | 
When great ONES only purchaſe—whatthey know.. 
Why laugh at TasTE |! It is a harmleſs ſaſhion, 
And quite ſuhdues each detrimental” paſſion ; 

he fair Ones hearts will ne'er incline to man, 
While thus they rage for China and Juan. 

The Virtugſo too, and Connoiſſeur. 
Are ever decent, delicate, and pure; |» 14 
The ſmalleſt hair their looſer thoughts might hold, 
Juſt warm when ſingle, and when married cold: 
Their blood at ſight of beauty gently flows ;: ' 
Their Venus muſt be old, and want a'noſe 0 _ 
 Noam'rons-paſſion with deep knowledge thrives 3 * 
Lis the complaint indeed of all our wives | 

Cg | 3 
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Ti faid virt4 to ſuch a heighth is grown, 
All artiſts are encourag'd but our own, 
Be not deceiv'd, I here declare on oath, 
I never yet fold goods of foreign growth: 
- Ne'er ſent commiffions out to Greece or Rome 
My beſt antiquities are made at home. | 
I've Romans, Greeks, Italians near at hand, 
True Eritons all- and living in the Strand, 

I neꝰer for trinkets rack my pericranium, 
They furniſh out my room Herculaneum. 

But huſh — 
Should it be known that Engliß are employ'd, 
Our manufacture is at once deſtroy'd; 
No matter what our countrymen deſerve, 
They'll thrive as antients, but as moderns ſtarve 
If we ſhould fall to you it will be owing; 
Farewell to arts they're going, going, going; 
The fatal Hammer's in your hand, oh Town! 
Then ſet Us up and knock the Pox r down. 


** 


hn ted — he — * 
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' PROLOGUE. ro Tus JEALOUS WIFE, 
minen „ Mr. LLOYD. 
Spoken by Mr. G A R RI C R. 


T HE Jr ALus WIr Ela Comedy ! poor man} 
A charming ſubject] hut a wretched plan. 
His ſkittiſh wit, o'erleaping the due bound, | 
Commits flat treſpaſs upon Fragic ground. 
Quarrels, upbraidings, jealouſies, and ſpleen, 
Grow too familiar in the Comic ſcene, 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 

5 


Tis paſfion, pathos, chamcter, ſublime ! 


— 


4 


3 


n} 


Here the drawn dagger, 
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What round big words had ſwell d the pompous ſcene, 


A king the huſband, and the wife a queen 
Then might diſtraction rend her graceful hair, 


See ſightleſs forms, and ſcream, and gape,-and ſtare, 


Drawcanſfir death had is * without controul, 
there the poiſon'd bowl. 

What eyes had ſtream'd at all the whining woe! 

What hands had thunder'd at each hah / and oh / 
But peace! The gentle prologue cuſtom ſends 

Like Drum and Serjeant, to beat up for friends, 

At Vice and Folly, each a lawful game, 

Our author flies, but with no partial aim. 

He read the manners, open as they lie 

In Nature's volume to the 1 eye. - 


- 


Books too he read, nor bluſh'd to. uſe their ſtore. w. 
He does but what his betters did before ; 


Shakeſpeare has done it, and the Grectanſtage 
Caught truth of charaQter from Homer's page, 
If in his ſcenes. an honeſt ſkill is ſhewn, 


And borrowing little, much appears his own g 


If what a maſter's happy pencil drew, 
He brings more forward in dramatic view, 
To your decifion he ſubmits his cauſe, 
Secure of candour, anxious for applauſe. 
But if, all rude, his artleſs ſcenes-deface- 
The ſimple beauties which he meant to grace; 


If, an invader upon others land, 


= ſpoil and plunder with a robber's hand, 
o juſtice on him I- As on fools before, 


And give to. Blockhgads. paſt, one Blockhead morm 


PROLOGUE; 
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Sole % MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 
Aud by Command of his Majzory, 
Being his firft appearance on the Stage, after his Return 
| From Italy. , 


WITH Doubt—Joy,— Apprehenſion alnoſt 
| umb, 

Once more to face this awful Coyrt, I come! 

Leſt Benedick ſhould ſuffer by my Fear, 

Before He enters, I my ſelf am here, 


Im told (what Flatt ry to Heart I that you® = ; 


+ 


E 2 


Have wifh'd to ſee me, nay have prefs'd it too, 
re 3 5 wo ge _ ads. 
, like a o long has Fruant play'd. 

No Lab ot, no Exerciſes ina Ag r 

Oh bloody Mogda , take my fearful Stand, 

And often eye the Birchen ſcepter'd Hand. . 

Tis twice twelve Years fince firſt the Stage I trod, 

Enjoy'd your Smiles and felt the Critic's Rod; 

A very Nine-pin I, my Stage-life 50 

Knock'd down by Wits, E again by you.. 

In four and twenty Years, the Spirits cool; 

Is it not long enough to play the Fool? 

To prove it is, permit me to repeat, 

What late I heard in paſſing through the Street, 

A youth of Parts, with Ladies by his Side, 

Thus cock' d his glaſs, and through it ſhot my pride. 
2 LS, The Audience, | 


 ProLoGues and EpiLoGuts. 33 


71s he, by Fove ] grown quite a clumſy Fellaw z 

He's fit for nothing but a Punchinello. | 

40 yes, for Comic Scenes, Sir John—no further“ 

« He's much too fat——for Battles, Rapes, and 

Murther ?” [i 

Worn in the Service, you my Faults will ſpare, 

And make Allowance for the Wear and Tear. 
The Chelſea Penfioner, who, rich in Scars, 

Fights o'er in Prattle all his former Wars; 

Tho? paſt the Service, may the young ones teach, 

To march preſent - to fire and mount the Breach. 

Should the Drum beat to Arms, at firſt he'll grieve 

For wooden Leg, loſt Eye —and armleſs Sleeve, 

Then cocks his Hat, looks fierce, and ſwells his Cheſt; 


"Tis for my king, and, zounds, Til ds my beſt. a 


tc —— * 
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PROLOGUE ro Taz CITIZEN, a FAR 
BY A. MURPHY, &@z © 
Spoken by Mr. OB RI E N. 


OM E ſtrange caprice for ever rules the ſtage, 
And this we call the Prologue-ſpeaking age, 
Without a Prologue nothing can be done, 
So dearly you all love alittle fun! 
To tame this rage, in vain we often try 
The niceſt art—Prologue ſtill you cry! _ 

And yet our Bard—Bards will be {till abſurd! - 
Comes without one preliminary word; | 
He's quite forgot his Prologue Vet be quiet, 

My honeſt friends above - you need not riot? 
You'll have your penny worth to appeaſe the ſtorm; 
Yau ſee Icome in black — the uſual form! 

N I bow, 


=. PROLOGUES and EPILOGUES. 
I bow, I ſmile around,. Obſerve me, 721 
To 


the galleries. 
(Bows to the boxes) An't that as well as ought theſe 
p poets ſay ? | = Set 
'The Pit comes next—But how your. taſte to hit ! 
ou are the ſovereign arbiters. of wit—— 
You have the—Oh !——nature—paſhon—art, 
Wit, judgment, humour, every critic part; 
Plot, ſituation, Shakeſpeare, Johnſon, Rowe, ; 
Beaumont, and Fletcher, very high !--Damn'd 015 
Take all am ye, — all is yours, you know. . 
And now the Gallery, — there I ſhould be witty; 
What ſhall I ſay No hint, —Oh, ay, the City— 
Attorneys, —Milliners, —the tender ſqueeze, | 
Soft hinting elbows, — and love kindling knees, 
. take me right ſo word it as you 
pleaſe. <a 
£ To you, ye Gods, (to the upper gallery) I make my 
| laſt appeal,” >, * 


Or mark our merit, or our crimes conceal. 


I ſtill ſhould bid you ſome compaſlion ſhew 

To Bays within, —yonder he trembles— Oh 

If tender pity e' er your heart inclines, 

(/Fiping his eyes) —That will do full as well as 


ſt ſay ; 


And now I think, I've made a Prologue no! 


ST ww 24> 


twenty lines. | 
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EP ILOGU E To Tut C'I'TI-Z E N. 


Spoken by Mr. SHUTER and Mr. Woopwan, in 
the Characters of Old Fe and Young PHIL= 
por. 


Father. 
H! Gorge, George, George, 'tis ſuch Rakes 2 


Who bring Laie 72 and foul Diſhonor too 


upon our wr horn 
Geo, is very true. 
Fath. St. Jane s End o'th* Town, 
Ges. No place for me. 


Fath. No, truly—no—their Manners diſagree 
With our's intirely—yet you there muſt run 
To ape their Follies, | 
Ces. And ſo am undone. 
Fath. There you all learn a Vanity in Vice, 
You turn mere Fops—you game, 
Geo. O damn the Dice ! 
Fath. Bubbl'd at Pla 
Geo, .. 8 
Fath. 2 Cheat. 
Ces. Ay! here's two Wieſt? Pall lling out his Pockets 
Fath. ou get well beat. 
Geo, A Witneſs too of that T Hoe his Head] and 
there's another. [To Young Wilding. 
Fath, You dare to 'give Afﬀronts, | 
Geo, Zounds, ſuch a Pother ! 


"Twas a raſh Action. 
Fat. Damn me you lie ! I'Il give you Satisfaction, 


micking. 


+ Drawn in wy Strumpets—and Jetefted's too! 
M That's a ſad Thing, Mir Tl be judg'd by Eo 


UE 
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Fath. The Dog he has me there, 

Geo. | Think you it right? 
Under a Table. a | 

Fath. Mu.ſiſerable Plight! 

Geo, For grave Threeſcore to fkulk with trembling 

ces, | 
And envy every lover whom he ſees ! 
| Think you it fitting thus abroad to roam? 
Fath. Would I had ſtaid to caſt accounts at home 
Gee. Ay! there's another vice. | 
. Sirrah, give oer. 


Geo. You brood for ever o'er your moſt loy'd ſtore 
And ſcraping cent. per cent. ſtill pine for more, 
At Jonathan s, where millions are undone, 


Now cheat a nation, and now cheat your ſon. 
Fath. Raſcal, enough | 


Gas. Y could add. but am loch. 
Fath. Enough I- this jury will condemn us both. 
[Zo the Audience, 


Geo. Then to the court we'd better make ſubmiſſion, 

Ladies and gentlemen, with true contrition, 

I here repent my faults—ye courtly train, 

Farewel ! farewel, ye giddy, and ye vain! | 

I now take up—forſake the gay and witty, 

To live henceforth a credit to the city. | 

Fath. You ſee me here quite cover'd o'er with ſhame; 
I hate long ſpeeches—but I'll do the ſame. 
Come, George—to mend is all the beſt can boaſt, 

Ges. Then let us in, 

Fatb. a And this ſhall be our toaſt, 
May Britain's thunder on her foes be hurl'd, 

Oro. And London prove the market of the world. 


—— 


PROLOGUE 


4) 


UL 
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PROLOGUE ro MISS w u TEENS. 
TOO long has farce, neglecting Nature's laws, 
] Debas d the tage, and wrong'd the conic 

\ cauſe ; | WO, 


To raiſe a laugh has been her ſole pretence, 
Though dearly purchas'd at the price of ſenſe; 


This child of folly gain'd increaſe with time; 

Fit for the place ſucceeded Pantomime; 

Reviv'd her honours, join'd her motly band, 
And ſong and low conceit o'er-ran the land. | 
More pen'rous views inform our Author's breaſt 3 
From real life his characters are dreft; 
He ſeeks to trace the paſſions of mankind, 

And while he ſpares the perſon, paints the mind. 
In pleaſing contraft he attempts to ſhow _ | 
The vap'ring bully, and the fribbling beau, 
Cowards alike ; that full of martial airs, 
And this as tender as the ſilk he wears. 
Proud to divert, not anxious for renown, —  _. 
Oft has the Bard eſſay'd to pleaſe the townz 
Your full applauſe out-paid his little art. 
He boaſts no merit, but a grateful heart; 
Pronounce your doom, he'II patient'y ſubmit, 
Ve ſovereign judges of all works of wit! : 
To you the ore is brought, a lifeleſs maſs; _ 

You give the ſtamp, and then the coin maz Aafs, 
No whether judgment prompt you to forgive, 
Whether you bid this triflin 555 live, - 
Or with a frown ſhould ſend the ſickly thing 
To ſleep whole ages under Dulneſs' wing; 3 
To your known candour we will always truſt; ye 
You never were, nor can you be'unjult, ak” 


Ty OP its, * PI» 
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„ooo O04. 


Selen by Mrs, PRITC HARD. 


2000 folks, Pm come at my young lady's 

| bidding, 5 | : 

To ſay, You all are welcome to her wedding. 

'F i exchange ſhe made what mortal here can blame ? 
Shew me the maid-that would not do the ſame. 

For ſuxe the greateſt. monſter ever ſeen, 

Is doating /ixty coupled with fixteen ! | 

When winter age had almoſt caught the fair, | 
Youth, clud in ſunſhine, ſnatch'd her from deſpair: 
Like a new ſemele the virgin lay, : 

And claſp'd her lover in the blaze of day. 
Thus may each maid, the toils almoſt intrapt-in, 


Change cd Sir Simeon for the briſk young Captain. 
I love theſe men of arms, they know their trade: ] 
Let daſtards ſue; the ſons of fire invade! _ | T 
They canndt bear. around the bait to nibble, A 
Like pretty, powder'd, patient Mr. Fribble: T. 
To dangers bred, and ſkilful-in.conimand, _ \W 
They {drm the ſtrongeſt fortreſs, ſword in hand 1 
Nights without fleep, and floods of tears When waking, As 
Shew'd, poor Miſs Biddy was in piteous taking : Bu 
She's now quite well; for maids, in that condition, Bo 
Find tlie young lover is the beſt phyſician; | Fa, 
And without help of art, or boaſt of knowledge, Th 
They cure more women, faith, than all the college Wy 
But to the point—I come with low petition An 
For, faith, poor Bayes is in a ſad condition; Am 
* The huge tall hangman ſtands to give the blow, o 
And only waits your pleaſures—ay, or no. © WM Th 
If you Thould—p1?, box, and gallery, egad ! = Bi, 
Joy turns his ſenſes, and the man runs mad: But 


*, | # Allucing te Bayes's prolegue to the Rehcar (al. 


But 
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But if your ears are ſhut, your hearts are rock, 
And you pronounce the ſentence block to block, 
Down kneels the bard, and leaves you: when” he's. | 
The empty tribute. of an author's hende. 
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E R O U G GU BE 
CLANDESTINE. MARRIAGE. 
Written by My. GARRICK. : 


OETS and painters, who from nature draw: 
3 F heir beſt and richeſt ſtores, have made this lav; 
| That each ſhould neighbourly affiſt his brother, 
And ſteal with decency from one another. 
To night, your matchleſs Hogarth gives tho thou jht,, 
Which from his canvas to the ſt ge is brought. - 
And who ſo fit to warm the poet's mind, 
nfs As he who pictured morals-and mankind ? 
| But not the ſame their characters and ſcenes ; -- 
Both labour fox. one end, · by different means: 
Each, as it ſuits him, takes a ſeparate road, 
Their one great object, Marriage-a-la- mode 
Where titles deign with cits to have and hold. 
And change rich blood for more ſubſtantial gold! 
And honour'd trade from intereſt turns aſide, 
To hazard happineſs. for titled pride. | 
The painter dead, yet ſtill he charms the eye; 
While England lives, his fame can never die: 
But he, ho ſtruts his hour _ the age, 
Can ſcarce extend his fame for half an age; — 
But 10.1 D 2. | Nor 
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Nor pen nor pencil can the actor ſave, 4 

The art; and artiſt, ſhare one common grave. 
O let me drop one tributary tear 

On poor Fack Fal/taff*'s grave, and Juliet's bier 

You to their worth muſt teſtimony give 

*Tis in your hearts alone their fame can live. 

Still as the ſcenes of life will ſnift away, 

I' he ftrong impreſſions of their art decay. 

Vour children cannot feel what you have known; 

They'll boaſt of Quim and Cibbers of their own :. 

The greateſt glory of our happy few, 

Is to de felt, and be approv'd by you. 


” . . - . - 
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TO TEE 


WAY. TO KEEP HIM | 


poten by Hr. HOLLAND. 
Wo E. N firſt the haughty critics dreadful rage, 
With Gothic fury over-ran the ſtage, 
Then prologues roſe, and ſtrove, with varied art, 
To gain the ſoft acceſies to the heart; „„ 
Through all the tuneful tribe th' infection flew, 
end each great genius—his petition drew; 
In ſerma pauperis addreſs*d the pit, 
With all the gay antitheſis of wit. | 
'T heir ſacred art poor poets own'd a crime; 
'U'hey ſigh'd in ſimile;— they bow'd in rhyme. 
For charity they all were forc'd to beg; 
And ev'ry Prologue was ** a wooden leg. 
Next theſe, a hardy, manly race appear d, 
Who knew no dullneſs, and no audience fear d. 
From nature's ſtore each curious tint they drew, 
Then boldly held the piece to public view. Lot 
| « 


PXoLOGUES an ELO uE. 46k 
« Lo! here I exact proportion Juſt deſign! 
« The bold relief! and the unerring line! an a \ 
Mark in ſoft union how the colours firike ! po 
© This, Sirs, you will or this you -ought to like. * 
They bid defiance to the foes of wit, [72 
« Scatter'd like ratſbane up and down the pit.“ 

Such N 5 were of yore our bard to- nige 
Diſdains a falſe compaſſion to excite; | 
Nie too ſecure your judgment would oppoſe; | 
He packs no bern e he dreads no hes 
Jo govern here 0 party can expect; 4 8 5 
An audience will 'preſerve-its own reſpeck. 
Vet premature, nor grown up to full _ 

His little group uncenſur'd walk'd the ſtage. 
His tablet to enlarge his hands he tries, - 
And bids his canvaſs:glow with various dyes,. 12 
Where:ſenſe and: folly mix in dubious:ſtrife. 
Alternate riſe, and ſtruggle into life. oO 
Judge if with art the mimic ſtrokes he dend, 1 
If amicable light and ſhade contend ; 99810 
The mental features, if he trace with: Kills 2: 1 


2 firſt—then damm it By will. 2 7 
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EPILOGUE TO» THE LYING yore . 


Speke 3 by Mr. GAR AI E k. 
Tina att rogue, you all agree. 345 | 


And yet look round'the world, and you will, 


And manly ba my betters,. He as faſt as . 
Againſt this vice we all are ever railing, _ 
And Jets ſo tempting is it, ſo prevailing, 

You'll find but few without this uſeful ning, 
Lady or Abigail, my lord or Will, 

The he goes round, and => ball's never nil 
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My lies were harmleſs, told to ſhew my parts; 
And not like thoſe, when. tongues belye their hearts. 
In all profeſſions you will find this flaws 
And in the e too, in phy/ic and in-law. 

'The 2 ſerjeant cries, with formal pauſe, 

«* Your plea is good, my friend, don't ftarvethecauſe,” 
But when my lord decrees for t'other fide, 

Your coſts of ſuit convince you—that he . 

A dictor comes, with formal wig and face, 


Firſt T e pulſe, then thinks, and knows your caſe. | 


<<. Your fever's ſlight, not dangerous, I aſſure you; 


„Keep warm, and repetatur hauſtus; Sir, will cure 
_— 4 | 


ou. YE TITS PT OREIETTY By 
Around the bed, next day, his friends are crying: 
Ihe patient dies, the doctor's paid for lying. 
The Poet, willing to ſecure the pit, 
Gives out, his play has humour, taſte and wit: 

'T he cauſe comes on, and, while the judges try, 

F ach groan and catcall- gives the bard the le. 
Now let us aſk, pray, what the ladies do: 
They too will i a little entre nous. | 

„ Lord?” ſays the prude (her face behind her fan) 
% How can our ſex have any joy in man? 

« As for my part, the beſt 3 ne'er deceive me, 


And were the race extinct, twould never 8 me: 


„Their ſight is odious, but their touch — 0 gad! 
Ihe thought of that's enough to drive one mad.“ 
Thus rails at man the ſqueamiſh lady dainty, 

Yet weds, at fiſty- five, a rake of twenty. 

In ſhort, a beau's intrigues, a lover's ſighs, | 
"The courtzer's promiſe, the rich wid-w's cries, 
And zatriet's zeal, are ſeldom more than hes. 
Sometimes you'll ſee a man belye his nation, 

Nor to his country ſhew the leaſt relation 

For inſtance novv———— | 


A ſober Cerman, ora Spaniard brave, 
An Ergliſbman, a coward or a llave. 


Mine, 


K. 


Paorocurs and Eritocurs, 43 
Mine, chough a fibbing, was an honeſt art: 
I ſerv'd my maſter, play'd a faithful part: 
Rank me not therefore mongſt the hing crew, 
For, though my tongue was falſe, my heart was true. 


PR "oh a. 2 * 


— 
6 : — 


PROLOGUE ro Twz DESERT LAND. 
IWrittee and ſpoken by Mr. GARRICK. 
In the Charadter of a Drunken Poet. 


LL, all ſhall out—all that I know and feel; | 
1 I will by heaven—to higher pow'rs appeal !— 
Behold a bard !—no author of to-night— | 
No, no,—they can't ſay that, with all their ſpight :__ 
Ay, you may frown. (/ooking behind the ſcenes) I'm at 
vou, great and ſmall — _ ad of | 
Your poets, players, managers and all l—_ - YE 
Theſe fools within here, ſwear that I'm in liquor— —- 
My paſſion warms me—makes my utt'rance thicker ;— 
I totter too - but that's the gout and pain—_ | 
French wines, and living hich, have been my bane,— 
From all temptations now, I wiſely ſteer me 
Nor will I ſuffer one fine woman near me. 
And this I ſacrifice, to give you pleaſure—  _ 
For I've coin'd my brains—and here's the treaſure !- 
HE [ Pulls out a manuſcript. 
A treaſure this, of profit and delight! © —_ 
And all thrown by for this damn'd ſtuff to-night : = 
This is a play would water ev'ry eye! | 
If I but look upon't, it makes me cry : | 
This play would tears from blood-ſtain d ſoldiers draw, 
And melt the bowels of hard-hearted la !! 
Would fore and aft the ſtorm-proof ſailor rake; 
Keep turtle-eating aldermen awake | 
Ep Would 


CY 


— 
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Would the cold blood of ancient maidens thrill, 
And make ev'n pretty younger tongues lie ſtill. 
This-play not ev'n managers would refuſe, — 
Had heav'n but giv/n em any. brains to-chuſe !— 
I T Puts up his manuſcript. 
Your bard to-night, bred up in ancient ſchool, 
Deſigns and meaſures all by critic rule ; | 
Mongſt friends—it goes no farther, —He's a fool. 
So very. claſſic, and fo very dull— 2 7 
His deſert iſſand is his own dear ſkull : 
No ſoul to make the play-houſe ring, and rattle,, J 
No trumpets, thunder, ranting, ſtorms, or battle 
But all your fine poetic prittle-prattle. © 
The plot is this. A lady's caſt away— _. 
Long before the beginning of the play; 
And they are taken by a fiſherman, n. 
The lady and the child tis Bays's plan- ö 
So on he blunders. He's an _—_— 6/4 oo 
*T'is all alike—his comic ſtuff I mean— - 
I hate all humour it gives me the ſpleen; | 
So damn em both, withall myheart; unſight, unſeen. 
But ſhould you ruin him, ſtill Pm undone— 
I've try'd all ways to bring my Phoenix on 


[hero ing his play again. 


Flatter I can with any of their tribe 

Can cut and ſlaſh - indeed I cannot bribe; 
What muſt I do them? - beg you to ſubſcribe. 
Be kind, ye boxes, galleries, and pit— 
*T'is-but a crown a piece, for all this wit: 
All ſterling wit to puff myſelf I hate— 
You'll ne'er ſupply your wants at ſuch a rate! 


PFis worth your money, I would ſcorn to wrong ye,-- 


You ſmile conſent - I' ſend my hat among ye. 
„* | [ Going; be returns, 

So much beyond all praiſe your bounties ſwell ! 

Not my own tongue, my gra-ti-tude can tell 

A little flatt'ry ſometimes does well.” 


PROLOGUE 


[ aggers. off 


holen ly Mr. HoLLawn, in the Charalter- of the. 
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PROLOGUE ro ATHELSTAN.. 


Genius of Britain. 


O warn: the ſons of Freedom to be wiſe, 
: Lo, Britain's guardian Genius quits the ſkies... 
With pity, heav'n hath, ſeen through many an age, 
The bold invader lur d by Faction's rage; —.— 
Seen the dark workings of rebellion's train, 
While patriots plann'd, and heroes bled in vain. 
Behold, your country's faithleſs foe, once more 
With threat' ning ſquadrons-crowd yon hoſtile ſhore. 
Behold Opprefhion's bloody flag unfur'd; / 
See bolts prepar d, to chain, the weſtern world. 
Riſe, Britons, riſe ! to heav'n and virtue true: 
Expiring liberty looks up to you 7 
Pour on the common foe your rage combin'd, 
And be the friends of Freedom and mankind !- 
No more let diſeord Britain's peace deftroy 3 _ 
Nor ſpurn thoſe bleſſings, reaſon bids enjoy : 
Oh, weigh thoſe bleſſings in her equal ſcale — 
Say, When did juſtice wear a whiter veil? 
When did Religion gentler looks diſcloſe, 
To bleſs her friends, and pity ev'n her foes? 
A richer harveſt when did commerce reap? 
When rode your fleets more dreadful o'er the deep? 
Or when more bright (hear, Envy / hear, and own!) 
Did truth, did honour beam from Britain's throne ? 
Seize then the happineſs deny'd your foes : 
Nor blindly feorn the gifts which heav'n beſtows : 
Gifts, the world's envy ! happy Britain's pride 
For which, your gen'rous fathers toil'd and dy'd !- 
Let union lift the ſword, direct the blow, PRs 
And hurl a nation's vengeance on its foe ! 


As 
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As your bold cliffs, when tides and tempeſts roar, 
Fling back the mad'ning billows from the ſhore ; 
One head, one heart, one arm, one people, riſe! , 
Nor fall, divided valour's ſacrifice !—=" © 
But if, by hope of proud invaſion led, 
Unaw'd rebellion lift her gory head; . 
Treaſon attend ! here view the rebel's fate; 
Nor hope, thy arm can ſhake a free- born ſtate; 
See blood and horror end what guilt began; 
And tremble at % woes, in Athelflan. © 
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GOOD NATURE D MAN. 


Miitm ly. Dr. Jonxsox. 


P REST by the load of life, the weary mind. 
Surveys the general toil of human kind; 
With caol fubmiſion joins the labouring train, 
And ſocial ferrow, loſes half-it's pain. 2 

Our anxious bard; without complaint, may ſhare. 
This buſtling ſeaſon's epidemic care. 

Like Cæſar's pilot, dignify'd by fate, 

Toſt in one common ſtorm with.all the great; 
Diſtreſt alike, the ſtateſman and the wit, 

When one a borough courts, and one the pit. 

The buſy candidates for pow'r and fame, 

Have hopes, and fears, and wiſhes, juſt the ſam:; 
Diſabled both to combat, or to fly, 5 
Muſt: hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 
Uncheck'd on both, loud rabbles vent their rage, 
As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. | 


Th! 


os — oO Bid ma 4 x5, 


4 


-PROLOGUES and EpiLocuts, 17 

'Th' offended burgeſs hoards his angry tale 
For that bleſt year when all that vote may rail 
Their ſchemes of ſpite the poet's foes diſmiſs, 
Till that glad night, when all that hate may hiſs, 
This day the powder'd curls and golden coat, 
Says ſwelling Criſpin, begg'd-a cobler's vote: 
This night, our wit, the pert apprentice eries, * 

Lies at my feet, I hiſs him, and he dies. 
The great, tis true, can charm th' eleQing tribe; 
The — may ſupplicate, but cannot bribe. | 
Yet judg'd by thoſe, whoſe voices neer were (old, 
He feels no want of ill perſuading gold. \ * | 
But confident of praiſe, if praiſe be due, 
"Truſts without fear, to merit, and to you, 
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PROLOGUE To FALSE "DELICACY, 
- Written by Nr. GARR IC K. 
I 'M vex'd—quite yex'd—and you'll be vex d 


| MCLE. rot — 
To deal with /ubboyn ſcribblers.! there's the vurſe 
Write moral plays the blockhead | why, good people, 
You'll ſoon expect this houſe to wear afeeple! 
For our fine piece, to let you into facts, 
Js quite a Sermon, —only preach'd in Ads. 
You'll ſcarce believe m2, till the proof appears, 
But-even I, Tom Foo, muſt ſhed ſome tears: 
Do, ladies, look upon me—nay, no fimp'ring— 
Think you this face was ever made for whimp'ring ? 
Can I, 2 cambrick handkerchief diſplay,— 
Thump my unfeeling breaft, and roar away? } 
Why this is comical, perhaps he'll fay— - J 
Reſolving this ſtrange aukward bard to pump, 
l aſk'd him what he meant? He ſomewhat plums, Ih 


* 
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"66 Fpp 


They ſaered hold a madman, and a ftranger. 


New purs'd his belly, and bis lips thus biting 


I mufl keep up the dignityof writing { . 


Vou may; but, if youdo, Sir, I muſt tell ye, 
IM not keep up that gn ity of belly. 
till he preach'd on. Bards »f a former aye 
Helo abandow'd pictures 24 age, | 
out their "wit, with faſcinating art, 
And catch d the fund, to corrupt the heart; 


But, happy change / — in theſe more moral days, 


Tou cannot ſportawith virtue, ev'n in plays; 
« On virtue s ſide his pen the port dratus, 
And boldly affes a hearing for his cauſe.” 
Thus did he prance, and ſwell.— The man may prate, 
And feed theſe whimſies in his addle pate, | 
That you'll protect his muſe, becauſe ſhe's good, 
A virgin, and fochaſte!—-O lud O lud! 
No muſe the critic-beadle's laſh eſcapes, 
Though virtuous, if a dowdy and a trapes: 
If his come forth, a decent, likely laſs, 5 
Vou'll ſpeak her fair, and grant the praper paſs: 
Or ſhould this brain be turn'd with wild pretences; 
In three hours time, you'll bring him to his ſenſes: 
And well you may, when in your pow'r you get him; 
In that ſhort ſpace, you bliſter, bleed, and ſweat him. 
Among the Turks, indeed, he'd run no danger, 


— n 


C 
Written by Mr. GARRICK 
Spoken ly Mrs. DANCER. 

HEN with the comic muſe a bard hath 


dealing, 
The traffic thrives, when there's a mutual feeling; 
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aur author boaſts that well he choſe his plan, 
:Fal'e modeſty ! — Himſelf an Iriſpman. | 
AS l'm a woman, - ſomewhat prone to ſatire, 
I'll prove it alt a bull, what he calls nature; 
And you, I'm ſure, will join before you 5 
To maul falfe modęſiy,. from Dublin o! 
Where are theſe Lady Lambtons to be found? 
Not in theſe riper times, on Englifh ground. 
Among the various flow'rs which ſweetly blow, 
To charm the eyes at Almact's and Soho, PORTS 
Pray does _ 8 » Falſe Delicacy, grow? - J 
g „ No, ,, ß 0 
Among the fair of faſhion; common breeding, 
ls there one boſom, where love lies a bleeding? 
In elden times your grannams unrefin' d. 
Ty'd up the. tongue, put padlocks on the mind; 
O, ladies, thank your ſtars, there's nothing now 
E 
In love you Engliſbmen, — there's no concealing, 
Are molt, like Mintuortb, ſimple in your dealing; 
But Britons, in their natures as their names, 
Are different as the Shanon, Tweet, and Thames. 
1; As the Tweed flows, the bonny Scot proceeds, 
* Wunds ſtaw, and ſure, and nae obſtruction heeds ; 
Though oft rępuls'd, his purpoſe ſtill hauds faſt, 
Stecks like a bur, and wuns the laſs at laſt. 
The" Shannon, rough and vig'rous, pours along, 
— Like the bold accents of brave Paday's tongue 
Arrah, dear creature can you ſcorn me ſo? 
Caſt your ſweet eyes upon me, tep and toe | 
Not fancy me? Pooh !—that's all game and laughter, 
Firſt marry me; my jew'l--ho !--you”Il love me after. 
Like his own Thames, honeſt oh Trot. their brothe-, 
More quick than ene, and much leſs bold than t'otherę 
Gentle not dull, his loving arms will Tpread ; 


But ſtopt—in willows hides his baſhful head; 
i gifs 2 
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Febn leaves his home, reſolv'd to tell his pain; 
Azcfitates—I—love,— He, Hir, —tis in wain,— . þ 
John. bluſhes. turns him round, and whiſtles home. 

again 4 

Well is: - y painting like ?—Or do you doubt iti 
What ſay —— to. a trial? let's about it. 

Jet Crfid lead three Britons to the field, 

And try which firſt can make a damſel yield? 

W- hat ſay you to a widow. f—omile conſent, 

And the'll be: e for n. 


I 
Pp ROLOGUE 10 -THE TAY L.ORs 


1 His night we add ſome heroes to our n 
Who never were, as heroes ſeen before; 
No bluſt'ring Rcmans, Trejaus, Greeks, ſhall ra e, 
No knights, armed. cap-a-pee, ſhall croud our: 
Nor ſhall our Henrves, Edwards take the field, 
-Oppoſing ſword: to ſword, and ſhield toſhield : 
With other/infi;uments ourtroop appears; 
Needles to thimbles ſhall, and ſhears to ſhears; 
Veith. parchment gorgets, and in buekram amd, 
Cold ÞPlociledtaylors are to heroes warm'd, 
And,. - flide to war.— No lions glare 
No eye- balls, flaſhing fire, ſhall malze yo flare; 
Ee ch outſide ſhall belye the ſtuff within; 
\ Roman ſpirit in each taylor's ſkin —— 
{\ taylor-legg'd' Pompey, Caſſius, ſhall you fee,” 
And the ninth part of Brutus ſtrut in me! 
at though no ſwords we draw, no daggers lake, 
Let can oun werriors a quietus make 

With a bare bodkin. 
And * hut in W out T, aylors ! 


Now be dumb, 2 | 


* 1 * 


r 
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But theſe are heroes u will cry, | 

Oh, very tragic ! and” Weed you v y 

Should female artiſts wich che male combihe,.. 

And mantua- makers with the taylors join ; 2 

Should all; too proud to work, their trades give oer, 

Nor to be ſooth d 3 ain by ſix-pence more, . 

What horrors would enſue! Firſt you, ye beaux! 

At once loſe all exiftence with your chats . 

And you, e. fair! Where would be yourdefence'?? | 

This is no golden age of innocence ! . 

Shch-drunken Frzcchanals the: Graces: meet, 

And no police to guard the naked ſtreet 

Beauty is weak, and paſſion bold and 1 p ; 

Oh then—Buv modeſty reftrains'my*tongue.. 
May this night's dard a ſkilful taylor be, 

And like: a well-made caat his tra 

Though cloſe, - eaſy ;, decent, but. not d all; 

Short, but not. e without . full. 


— N 
—_ 


7 2 1. O G. U. E 
; 1 rn 6 
O. > XONLAN. IN TO WI NA. 


5 from tie ſchools, behold an Oxford ſaact,.. 
No dupe to ſcience, no. dull flave of art? 

As to our dreſs, faith, ladies, to ſay truth, 

It is a little aukward, and uncouth; 

No ſword, cockade, $0. lure you to. our arms 

But. then, this hairy taſſel has its charms. 

What mortal Oxford laundreſs can withſtand. 

This, and the grages of a well-ftarch'd band? 

In this N our ſpark, with whining air, 


8 6— fair; 


— 


Fatt 
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Faſt by the tub, with folded arms he ſtands, 

And ſers his ſurplice whiten in her hands 

And as ſhe dives into the ſoapy floods, ** 

Wiſhes almoſt—himſelf were in the fuds. 

Sometimes the car he drives impetuous on, 
Cut, laſh, and flaſh, a very Phaeton; 

Swift-as the hecy courſers of the Wn, -.* 

Up hill and down, his raw-bon'd hackneys run; 

Leaving, with heat half dead, and duſt half blind, 

Tan and bawling hoſts unpaid behind. | 
You think, perhaps, we read—perhaps we may, 

The news, a pamphlet, or the laſt new play; 

But for the ſcribblers of th Auguſtan age, 

Horace, and ſuch queer mortals — not a page; 

His brilliant ſterling wit we juſtly hold, 

_ brilliant far, transform'd to ſterling: old: 

wp Euclid we digeſt without much pain, o 
Ant lye his problems—into briſk champaigne. - 
Fir'd with this Juice—why, let the proctor come, 


** Young men, tis late —it's time you were at home.“ 
„ Zounds ! are you here, we cry, with your dull rules, 


Like Baxquo's ghoſt, to puſh us from our fools ?- 
Such are the ſtudies ſmarts purſue at college; 
Oh ! we are great proficients in ſuch knowledge. 
But now, no more from elaſſic fields to glean, 
Ihe muſe to Covent-Garden ſhifts the ſcene; 
There ſhall I enter next, fans cap and gown, - 
And play my part on this 1555 reat ſtage, the town. ' 


owi 2 , and going, returns. 


Soſt ye, a word or hl before I go; 
Our piece is calFd a eemedy, you-know 53 © 
A two- act comedy l though Reins enacts, | 

hat every comply be juſt five acts. 
Hence parent dullneſs, the vain title begs, - 
For ſqualling, dancing monſters on five hae 
The bantling of to-night, if rear'd by you, 
Shall run, lik e men ane 22 upon f1v0. 


"EP *p 


PROLOGUE | 


„ 


| Ponte ren cu 35 


I Gu z 2 f 70 ot. . 
Spoken by: Mr. HOLLAND... | ky 


F old, when, Grerct i in a deklining ag a 4 

8 Ref pow'r had-felt the — rages : 

This was. the. tyrant's art he gave aprize | 

To him who: a new pleafure mould deviſee. 
Ye tyrants.of the pit, whoſe cold difdainr, Þ 
Rejects and nauſeates the repeated ſtrain; 


Who call for rarities to quicken. ſeriſe, hes 2 
Say, do you always the-reward diſpe nſe ? 208 256472 
Ye bards, ta — Franch vine bs KMU 


Are ye not oft the firſt— to cry, ſtop thief E 
Say, to a brother do you cer allow 2 
Oneslittle ſprig, one ee: eaf to deck his brow ?© 
No. Fieres iuvective. ſtuns the; play-wrigh Og aye... 
Wits, poet's corner,: ledgers, gazetteers:!** 
Tis faid the Tatar; ere he pierce the heart, 
lnſcfibes his name upon his poiſon'd dart; 
That ſcheme's rejected by each ſeribbling 
——Qun chriſtials fyſtem——ftabs yori 
And yet, the deſp' rate author of tg 
Dares on the muſe' * wing another 
Once more a dupe to fame forſakes hi eats; . 1 
And feels th” ambition Here again to 1 8 
He. brings a tale from a far diſtant _— 
Ennob] ed by the-grave hiſtoric page? 
Anobia's woes have touch'd each poliſh'd ſtate; 
The brighteſt eyes of France have mourn'd hel Ale. 
Harmortgus Italy her tribute. paid: 
And ſun w_ Proms to her lamented: 7 
Vet this at we mean to mack the” 
With. pilferd colours of à foreign dye. 


ackus, Ann. lib. xi. fe&. 44, bo eh Fof 31. 
1 Not? 
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Not to tranflate, our bard his pen doth dip; 
He takes a play, as Britons take a ſhip ; 
They heave her down, with many a ſturdy ſtroke, 
Repair her well, and build with heart of oak. 
To every breeze ſet Britain's ſtreamers free, 
New wh her, and away again to ſea, | 
This is our author's aim; and if his art 

Vaken to ſentiment the feeling heart; 
If in his ſcenes alternate paſſions burn, 
And friendſhip, love, guilt, virtue, take their turn; 
If innocence, opel; l, Iie bleeding here, 
You'll give—'tis all he aſks one virtuous tear. 


1 0 ＋ i 
SCHOOL FOR LOVERS. 
Spoken by Mr. GARRICK. 


We all confeſs, and not over new. 25 
The verieſt clown, who ſtumps along the ſtreets, 
And doff$ his Rat to each grave cit he meets, 

Some twelve months hence bedaub'd with livery lace, 
hall thruſt his ſaucy flambeaux in your ſace. 


* CCESS makes people vain, — che maxim's true, | 


Not ſo our bard, though twice your kind applauſe : 


Has, on this fickle ſpot, eſpous'd his cauſe: 
He owns, with . Nee deb. 3 
Has twice been favour'd, and is modeſt yet. 


7 


Vour giant wits, like thoſe of old, may climb ret 


Qympus high, and ſtep o'er ſpace and time; 


Nay ſtride, with feven leagu'd boots, from ſhore to 


ſhore, . | . 
And, nobly by tranſgreſſing, charm ye more. 1 
as! 


; £ te ES 
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Alas! our author dares not laugh at ſchools ——: 
Vain ſenſe confines his humbler muſe to rules 
He ſhifts no fcenes but here 1 him ſhort - 
Not change your ſcenes! ſaid I ;—I'm-ſorry for't : 
My conſtant friends above, around, below, 
Have Engliſh taſtes, and love both change and ſhow, 
Without ſuch aids —ev'n Shakeſpeare would be flat, 
Out-erowded patomimes are proofs of that. 
What eager tranſport ſtares from every eye, 
When pullies rattle, and our Geniz fly tl 
When tin caſcades like fallin r 9a . 
Or through the canvas —burſts the real ftreams © 
While thirſty ington laments in ran 
Half her New River roll'd to Drury Lane. 

Lord, Sir, ſaid I, for boxes, gallery, pit, 

I' back my harlequin againſt your wit— 
Yet ſtill the author, anxious for his play, a 
Shook his wiſe head what will the critics fay.? 
As uſual Sir—abuſe you all they can —— . 
And what the ladies ?—he's a charming man; f 
A charming piece lone ſcarce knows what it means; 
But that's no matter—where there's ſuch ſweet ſcenes! 
Still he perſiſts—and let him—entre nous — . 
know your taſtes, and will indulge them too. 
Change you ſhall have, fo ſet your hearts at eaſe; 
Write as be will, 'we'll act it as you pleaſe. | * 


As LL” Fo 1 *. 


— 


P R. , 
poten by Mr. FOOTE. 


185 many various objects that amuſe 
Theſe buſy curious times, by way of news, 
Are plays, elections, murders, lotteries, Jcws ; _ 


„% Pivtocvts af Eriocves. 


All thefe compounded, fly throughout the nation, : 
F And ſet thewhole in one great fermentation. 
E Frue Britiſh hearts the ae b 2 ſpirit ſhew, .. 
= Be they to damm a farce; or fight a foe. 
3 One day for Fberty the Pn fires, 
1 The next he flames, ar Berg Sade. | 
i In like extremes your Jaughmg humour flows, 
[ Have d from pit N ad u rows! + i 
And Thee e — dler's naſe. 
Purſue your mixth each night the joke grows ſtronger, . 
The more you ſtet the man, his nofe grows longer, 
Among the triftes that occaſion prate, 
E'en I ſome times am matter for debate; ; | 
When Cer my faults or follies are the 8 
Each draws his wit out, and begins diſſection. 
Sir Peter Primroſe, ſmirking os His ten, 
Sinks from himſelk and politics, to me: 
Papers, boy.— Here, Sir, I am, — what news to day? 
Foote, Sir, is advertis d hat run away, 
No, Sir, he acts this week at Drury-Lane : 5 
How's that, .cries feeble Grub, Foote came again; 
I thought tir Foote had done the Devil's dance, 
Las, he not hang'd fome months ago in France? 
ſtarts Machene, and fhus the room harangu'd,;. 
2 true his friends gave out that he was hang'd! 
But to be ſure Kar BY Fa hum, Beraſe | 
I've ſeen him fince ; and after-fuch difgraces _ * 
No gentleman would ever dare to How RO. - 
To im reply d a ſnecring bony-Scot,.. RT | 


You. rajm feet, my fryud; bang dhe was not; 
But —_— you nor I can tell how ſoon he'll gang 
to q 
Thus — as "REO drives, his wit diſplays ; - 
Such is the tax each ſon of folly pays: 
On this my, ſcheme they many names beſtow, 
* meg tis pride, nay more, the pocket's: _ 
| Owns 


Sr S2 


— 
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Town I've pride, ambition, van it, - 
And, what's more ſtrange, perhaps you'll ſee, 5 | 
Though not fo great a portion of it—modeſty,_ 
For you I'Il curb each ſelf-ſufficient thought, 

And kiſs the rod, whene' er you point the fault. 
Many my paſſions are, though one in view, 
They. all conceatre in the pleaſing you. 


— 
— 
1 


PROLOGUE ro ru UPHOLSTERER. |} 
: Spoken by Mr. M 0880 P. | | | | 
WHEN 5rt in falling Greece's evil hour, | 


Ambition aim'd at univerfal pow'r ;, 

When the fir'd mind of Macedon began 
Of a new monarchy to form the plan; 3 
Each Greek - (as fam'd Demoſthenes relates 
Politically mad! wou'd rave of ſtates! s 
And help to form, where'er the mob could meet, 
| An Areopagus in every ſtreet. _ + ts 

What news, what news? was their. eternal cry? 4 4 


9 


Is Philip ſick * ! then ſoar'd their ſpirits hig —  & 

Philip is well: dejection in each eye. 

Athenian coblers join'ꝰd in deep debate, 

While gold in ſecret undermin'd the ſtate; 

Till wiſdom's bird the vulture's prey was made; 

And the ſword gleam'd in Academus' ſhade. 3 
Now modern Philips threaten this our land. 

What ſay Britanma's ſons? along the Strand ts 

What news ye cry |—with, the ſame paſſion ſmit ; 

And there at leaſt you rival Attic wit. 

A parliament of porters here ſhall muſe 

On Rate affairs, ſwall'wing a taylor's news.. 


„ Vide the firſt Philippic, - | 
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Fer ways and means no ſtarv'd projector ſleeps; 
And every ſhop ſome mighty ſtateſman keeps : 
He. Britain's foes, like Head, can kill; 
Supply th!.exchequer, and negle& his till. 
In ev'ry- alehouſe legiflators meet; 
And patriots ſettie Kingdoms in the Fleet 
To ſhew this frenzy in its genuine light, 
A modern news-monger appears to-night ; | 
Trick'd out from Addiſon's accompliſh'd page, 
Behold th* Upholſterer aſcends the ſtage, . 
No miniſter ſuch trials e*er hath ſtood; 

He turns a bankrupt for the public good! 
Undone himſelf, yet full of England's glory! 
A politician I— neither whig nor tory ; - 8 
Nor can ye high or low the Quixote cal; 
He's knight. o th' ſhire, and repreſents you all. 

As for the bard to you he yields his plan; 
For well he knows N candid where you can. 
One only praiſe he claims - no party ſtroke; 
He turns a public character to jake. 
His panacea is for all degrees, 
For all have more or leſs of this diſeaſe. 
Whatever his fuceefs; of this he's ſure, 
'T here's merit even to attempt the cure. 

7 | 


— — —— — — 
PROLOGUE To Tue J EALOuS WIFE. 

Wrizen by Mr. IL. LO XD. 
Spoken" by, Mr.. GAR RICK. 


s {kittiſh wit o exleaping the due bound 
Commits flat treſpaſs upon tragic groun d , 


Quarrels, 


PROLOοον and EptLooues, - 9 


Quarrels, upbraidings, jealouſies and ſpleen, 

Grow too familiar in the _ ſcene 7 

Tinge but the language with heroic chime, - 
is paſiion, . ae, ſublime: 

ſcen t. | 

A king the huſband, and the wife a queen! 

Then might diſtraction rend the graceful hair, 
See ſightleſs forms, and ſcream, and gape, and ſtars; 
Drawcanfir Death had rag'd without controul; 
Here, the drawn dagger; there, the poiſon'd bowl. 
What eyes had Nream'd at all the whining woe! 
What hands had thunder'd at each ah ! and oh! 

But peace; the gentle prologue cuſtom ſends, 

Like drum and ſerjeant, to beat up for friends, 

At vice and folly, each a lawful game, | 

Our author flies, but with no partial aim. 

He reads the manners, open às they lie 

In nature's volume to the general eye. 
Beok too he read, nor bluſh'd-to uſe their ſtore; 
He does but what his betters did before. 

Shakeſpeare has done it: and the Grecian ſtage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 

If in his ſcenes an honeſt ſkill is ſhewn, 

And borrowing little, much is ſeen his own: 

If what a maſter's happy. pencil drew : 

He brings more found in dramatic view; 

To your deeiſion he ſubmits his cauſe, 
Secure of candour ; anxious for applauſe. 

But if, all rude, his artleſs ſcenes deface 

The ſimple beauties which he meant to grace: 

It, an invader upon other's land, 

He ſpoil and plunder with a robber's hand, 

o juſtice on him as on fools before, * 
And give to blockheads paſt, one blockhead more. 


a. 
. - 


E PI- 


What round big words hath ſwell'd the pompous 


— — 


. 
5 Spoken by Mrs. CI. I V ; © ow 


I ADIES! I've had a ſquabble with the poet — 
L About his character —and you ſhall know it: 
Young man, faid I, reſtrain your ſaucy ſatire: 
My part's ridiculous—falſe—out of nature. 
Fine, draughts indeed of ladies! ſure you hate em: 
Why, Sir—my part is ſcandalum magnatum! . - 
Lord, ma'am, ſaid he, to copy life my trade is, 
And poets ever have made free with ladies : 
One S:mon—the duce take ſuch names as theſe ! 
A hard Greek name—O—ay—Simonide—— _. 
He ſhew'd our freaks, this whim, and that deſire, 
Roſe firſt from earth, ſea, air, nay ſome from fire; 
Or that we owe our perſons, minds and features, 
To birds, forſooth, and filthy four-legg'd creatures. 
The dame, of manners various, temper fickle, 
Now all for pleaſure, now the conventicle ! 
W hoprays, then raves ; now calm, now all commotion, 
Riſes another Venus from the ocean, 
Conſtant at ev*ry ſail, the curious fair, 
Who longs for Dreſden and old China ware ; 
Who doats on pagods, and gives up vile man 
For niddle-noddle figures from Japan; 
Critic in jars and joſſes, ſhews her birth, _ 
Drawn, like the brittle earth itfelf, from earth. 
The flaunting ſhe, fo ſtately, rich and vain, 
Who gains her conqueſts by her length of train 
While all her vanity is under fail, 
Sweeps a proud peacock with a gaudy tail. 
Huſband and wife. with ſweets ! and dears ! and loves! 
What are they, but a pair of cooing doves ? 1 
ut 


yes! 
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Nut ſeiz'd with ſpleen, fits, humours, and all that, 


Your dove and turtle, turn to dog and cat. | 
The goſlip, prude, old maid, coquette, and trapes, 

Are parrots, foxes, mazpies, waſps, and apes : , 

But ſhe, with ev'ry charm of form and mind, 

Oh! ſhe's, ſw-et ſoul—the pheenix of her kind. 

The phoenix of her kind —upon = word | 

He's a fly wretch—pray—is there ſuch a bird? 

This his apology “tis rank abuſe rl 

A freſn a front, inſtead of an excuſe 17 

His own ſex rather ſuch deſcription ſuits 2 - -. | 

Why don't he draw their characters - the brates'! 

Ah let him paint thoſe ugly monſters, men |— 

Mean time—mend we our lives, he'll mend his pen. 


* 


— — 


r. „ G N Gorges 
2 0 ; | 

ALL IN THE WRONG. 

Written and Spoken by Ar. FOOTE. | 


O night be it known to box, gall ries, and pit, 
Will be open'd th' original warehouſe for wit. 
Ine new manufacture, Foote and Co. undertakers, : 
Play, opera, pantomime, farce,—by the makers. 
We ſcorn, like our brethren, our * to owe 
Lo Shakeſpeare and Southern, to Oiway and Rawe : 
Though our judgment may err; yet our juſtice is 
___ ſhown, | wy . 
For we promiſe to mangle no works but our own ; 
And moreover, on this you may firmly rely, | 
If we can't make you laugh, we won't make you cry: 
83 3 ba, ©] NN 


b 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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For aur 2 who knew we were mirth-loving 


Has lock - — his l ht? ning, his da 8619 and bowls; 

Refol'd that in.buſkins no hero dona 6 

He has ſhut us quite out of the tragedy walk ; 

No hload} no blank verſe; in ſhort, we're undone, 

Unleſs youlre contented with frolic and fun; 

If tir'd af her round in the Ranelaugh mill, 

There ſhould be one female inclin'd to O ſtill; 

If blind to the beauties, or ſick of the ſquall, i 

A party ſhould nit chuſe to catch cold at Pauxhall; 

If at Sadler fweet Wells the wine ſhould be thick; 

The cheeſecakes be four, or Miſs Willinſon ſick ; 

If the "_ of the pipes ſhould prove pow'rful in 
une, 

Or the tumblers be lame, or the bells out of tune; 

We hope you will call at our warehouſe in Drury, 

We've a curious aſſortment of goods, I aſſure ye; 

Domeſtic and foreign, indeed all kinds of wares, 

Engliſb cloths, tri linens, and French petenlairs: 

If for want of good cuſtom, or loſſes in trade, 

The practical part'ners ſhould bankrupts be made; 

If from dealings too large, we-plunge deeply in debt, 

And a whereas comes out in the muſes” gazette ; 

We'll on you our aſigns far certificates call, 

GL inſolvents we're honeſt, and give up our all. 


** 


6 


An OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 
Spoken at the SPOU TING-CLUB. 


INCE Garric#'s firſt appearance on the Stage, 
In Britiſb Youths, the ſpouting flame has lag dz 
His great example kindled up the fire, 1 
Ang men and boys, with ſpouting did "inſpire 11 : 
enc 
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Hence Clubs aroſe; and ev'ry trifling elf 
Would fain be thought as gteat, as Garricb's ſelf, 
All emulous, in Kings and Heroes vie, 3 
And noiſe and nonſenſe, Nature's place ſupply; ; 
Nature, unerring ſtill in all her ways, 

The Play'r makes, or gives the Port bays; 
Both muſt be born; and vain is all out art 
To rouſe the paſſions, or to melt the heart; 
Expreſſion, action, manner, hfe and force, 
From. Nature's ſchool, muſt all derive their ſource ; 
Theſe, when combin'd will ev*ry heart engage, 
A Garrick is, the Phenix'of an ape: | 
Nor yet from Nature, he his models drew; 
| He's Nature's ſelf, expreſt in ev'ry view: 
O would ſome ſpark of his celeſtial fire, 
The leaſt, the meaneſt of out ſouls inſpire; 
The Tragic Muſe ſhould picture all Her woes, 
The Comic too; ſhould all lter mirth difeloſe, 
With rapture we ſhould act, and you would heir, 
Or Hamlet, Richard, or majtſtic Ledr. f 
To contralt theſe, and your applauſe to raiſe, 
Sometimes be Drigge, Bentulcł, or Bus: 
t Your joy and grief, alternate we'd entite ; 
: grief, alten, | 
Both old, and young, the grave, and gay delight. 
Bold is my wiſh, hor will it be in van, 
If our endeavours, your applauſe ean gain. 


, 


AP R OE O6 U E, 
On the Openin Be THEATRE-ROY AL. 
In SENI AR DEN : 
Written and Spoken by Mr. SMITH. 
| ELCOME, once more, kind friends, to this 


| ; our inn, 
But, e'er with our collation we begin, 
nce F 2 „ 


8 9 — 


e PRoLOGUES and EpitoGues” 

Im ſent to make each gentle gueſt acquainted, 

T his houfe is newly furniſh'd, gilt and painted. 
Ard, for the mind's repaſt, as well as ſhow, 

I refſh flock of wit laid in by BEARD and Co. 

] reviſions of each ſort attend your call; 

uch as, we humbly hope, will pleaſe you all. 
We know you differ ſomething in your palate ; 
But all love Engliſb beef, tho* tew—French ſallad. 
Leok thro? our larder, you ſhall find no flaw, 
We wou'd give game, but that's againſt the law, 
T! en while within for ſupper they prepare, 
Permit me to preſent a bill of fare. 
To friends above, thoſe honeſt, laughing folks, 
Weill give rich humour, and high-ſeafon'd jokes: 
Jo you, who occupy the middle ftation, 

Long train'd proceſſions, and a coronation : 
To you, nice critics, in the learned pit, 
Keen ſatyr, ſolid ſenſe, and lively wit: 

And ſince to pleaſe throughout our wiſh and trade is, 
With a diſtreſsful tale we'll gain the ladies ; 

N: y, for their ſakes, each other charm we'll try, 
And treat with love, and ſweet variety, - 

But jeſt apart—we'll vary ev'ry ſcene, : | 
To chaſe your vapours, and divert. your ſpleen : 
If fhakeſpeare's rapid fire, or Otway's woe, 

Ir the ſmooth muſic of harmonious Rowe, 

C:n warm your fancy, or your heart engage 

To melt with love, or glow with gen'rous rage, 
We'll ſtrain each faculty, exert each pow'r, 
Ard cull the ſweets from ev'ry poet's flow'r. 
This our chief labour, and our only plan, 

Toe gain your ſmiles and favours—if we can, 
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PROLOGUE ro 2 REPRISAL. 
. Pritten by Mr. HAVAR D. 5 


A N ancient Sage, when death approach'd his bed, 
Conſignꝰd to Pluto his devoted head; 
And, that no fiend might hiſs, or prove uncivil, 
With vows and pray'rs he fairly brib'd the Devil: 
Yet neither vows nor pray'rs, nor rich oblation, 
Cou'd always fave the ſinner — from damnation. 
Thus authors, tott'ring on the brink of fate, 
The critic's rage with prologues deprecate; 
Yet oft the trembling bard implores in vain, 
The wit profeſs'd, turns out a dunce in grain: 
No plea can then àvert the dreadful ſentence, 
He muſt be damn'd—in ſpite of all repentance. 
Here juſtice ſeems from her ſtraight line to vary, 
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No guilt attends a fact in voluntary, 
This maxim the whole cruel charge deſtroys. 


No Poet ſure was ever dull by choice. | 

So pleads our Culprit in his own defente, _ _ + 
You cannot-prove his dullneſs is—prepenſe. , _ _.. 

He means to pleaſe, —He owns no other view, 
And now preſents ye with—a Sea-ragout. 
A diſh—howe'er ye reliſh his endeavours, 
Replete with a variety of flavours: 

A ſtout Hibernian, and ferocious et, 
Together boil in our enchanted pot; 
To taint theſe viands with the.true fumtt, _ 
He ſhreds a muſty, vain, French -martinet. 
This ſtale. ingredient might our porridge marr 
Without ſome acid juice of Ease _— 
To, rouſe the appetite the drum ſhall rattle, 
And the defert ſhall be +-Bloodlefs battle. 
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What heart will fail to glow, what eye to-brighten, 
When Britain's wrath arous'd begins to lighten | 
Her thunders roll her fearleſs ſons advance, 
And her red enſigns wave o'er the pale flow'rs of 

„ | 

Such game our fathers play'd in days of yore, 
When Edward's banners fann'd the Galle 3 3 
When Howard's arm Eliza's vengeance hurl'd, 
And Drake diffus'd her fame around the world: 

Still ſhall the God-like flame your boſoms fire, 
The gen'rous ſon ſhall emulate the fire; 
Her ancient ſplendor. England ſnall maintain, 

Ofer diſtant realms extend her genial reign, 
And riſe—th' unrival'd empreſs of the main. 
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EPILOGUE ro mms RBPRISAL. 
Spot by Mk MACK LIN. 


YE—now I can with pleaſure look around, 
Safe as I am, thank heav'n, on Eng ground. 
In a dark dungeon to be ſtow'd away, N 
Midf roaring, thund'ring, danger and diſmay: | 
Expos'd to fire and water, fword and bullet 
Might damp the heart of any virgin pullet.— 
I dread to think what might have come to. paſs, 
Had not the Briti/h Lion quell'd the Gallic Afs.— 
By Champignon a wretched victim led 8 
To cloiſter'd cell, or more deteſted bed. 
My days in pray'r and faſting I had ſpent: 
As Nun, or wife, alike a penitent, 
His gallantry, f6 confident and eager, 
Had prov'd-a meſs of delicate ſoupe —maigre. 
To bootleſs Jongings I had fall'n a martyr : | 
But, heav'n be prais'd, the Frenchman caught a _ 
| | e. 


Ire 


PauLoGUEs and Er1LoGuUEs. 67 
Yet ſoſt—our author's fate you muſt decree: 
Shall he come ſafe to port, or ſink at fea? 
Your ſentence, ſweet or bitter, ſoft or ſore, 
Floats his frail bark, or runs it bump aſhore, — 
Ye wits above reſtrain your awful thunder; 
In his firſt cruiſe, *twere pity he ſhould founder. 
[To the gall. 
Safe from your ſhot he fears no other foe, 
Nor gulph, but that which, horrid, yawns below. 
[To the pit. 
The braveſt chiefs, ev'n Hannibal and Cato, 
Have here been tam'd with pippin and potatoe. 
Our bard embarks in a more chriſtian cauſe, 
He craves no mercy ; but he claims applauſe. 
His pen againſt the hoſtile French is drawn; 
Who damns him, is no Antigallican. 
Indulg'd with fav'ring gales and ſmiling ſkies, 
Hereaftet he may board a richer prize. 
But if this welkin angry clouds deform, 
9 round the houſe. 
And hollow groans portend th” approaching ſtorm : 
Should the deſcending ſhow' rs of hail. redouble. 
[To the gall. 
And theſe rough billows hiſs, and boil and 2 
[2% the pit. 
He'll launch no more on ſuch ſell ſeas of trouble. 
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EPILOGUE To Taz- EARL OF ESSEX. 
Role by Mrs. CIBBER. 
EWS news good folks, rare news ! and Tu 
hall know it— — 


Pye got inte'ligence ome our poet! F 
Who 
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Who do you think he is ?—You'll never gueſs; 
An Triſh Bricklayer, neither more nor. leſs. 
And now the ſecret's out, you cannot wonder, 

That in commencing bard he made a blunder, 
Has he not left the better for the worſe, 
In quitting ſolid briek for empty verſe? | 
Can he believe th? example of old Ben, 
_ Who chang'd (like him) the trowel for the pen, 
Will in his favour move your critic bowels ? 
You rather wiſh, more poets' pens were trowels, 
Our man is honeſt, ſenſible, and plain, | 
Nor has the poet made him pert, or vain : 
No beau, no courtier, no conceited youth; 2 
But then, ſo rude, he always ſpeats the truth: 
I told him He muſt flatter, learn addreſs, © | 
And gain the heart of ſome rich patroneſs': 
"0 ſhe, ſaid I, your labours will reward; 
If you but join the brieklay'r with the bard ; 
As thus. — Should ſhe be old and worſe for wear, 
You muſt new-caſe her, front her, and repair; 
If craek'd in fame, as ſcarce to bear a touch, 
You cannot uſe your frotvel then too much; 
In ſhort, whate'er her morals, age, or ſtation, 
Plaiſter and white-wafh in your dedication. 
Thus I advis'd.—But he deteſts the plan: 
What can be done with ſuch a ſimple man? 
A pcet's nothing worth and nought availing, 
Unleſs he' n furniſh, where there is + failing. 
Authors in theſe good times are made and us'd, 
To grant thoſe favours nature has refus'd. 
If he won't , what bounty can he crave ? 
We pay for what we want, not what we have, — 
Nay though of ev'ry bleffing we have ſtore, 
Our fex-will always with—a. little more;—— - 
If che'il not bend his heart to this his duty, 
And fell (to who will buy) wit, honour, beauty A 
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The bricklay'r ſtill for him the proper trade is, 
Too rough to deal with gentlemen and ladies. — 
In ſhort—they'll all a0 him andnegle& him, 
Unleſs that you his parront will protect him. 
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OLD is the man who, in this nicer age, 
Preſumes to tread the chaſte corrected ſtage. 
Now, with gay tinſel arts we can no more 1 
Conceal the want of Nature's ſterling ore. 
Our ſpells are vaniſh'd, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waft you over fea and land. 
Before your light the fairy people fade, 
The Oæmons fly. — The ghoſt itſelf is laid. 
In vaĩn of martial ſcenes the loud alarms, 
The mighty prompter thund'ring out to arms, 
The playhouſe poſſe clatt'ring from afar; 
The loſe wedg' d battle, and the din of war. 
Now ev'n the ſenate ſeldom we convene; 
The yawning fathers nod behind the ſcene. 
Your taſte rejects the glittering falſe ſublime, 
To ſigh in metaphor, and die in rhime. 
High rant is tumbled from his gallry throne : 
Deſcription, dreams, nay, ſimiles are gone, 
What ſhall we then? to pleaſe you how deviſe? 
Whoſe judgment ſits not in your ears and eyes. | 
Thrice happy ! could we catch great Shakeſpeare's art, 
To trace the deep receſſes of the heart; En 
His fimple, plain ſublime; to which is given 
To ſtrike the ſaul with darted flame from — : 4 
Toi K ou 
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Could we awake ſoft Orway's tender woe, 
The pomp of verſe and golden lines of Rowe... 
We to your hearts apply: let them. attend; 
Before their ſilent, candid bar we bend, 
If warm'd they liſten ; tis our nobleſt praiſe ;. 


If cold, they whither all the muſe's bays. | 
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poked by Mrs. YATES. 
\ HROUGH five long acts I've wore my ſighing 


face, l 
Confin'd by critic laws to time and plaee: | 
Yet that once done, I ramble as I pleaſe, ] Th 
Cry London hoy | and whiſk o'er land and feas— 8 
Ladies, excuſe my dreſs— tis true Ch:neſe. b 


Thus, quit of huſband, death, and tragie ſtrain, 
Let us enjoy our dear ſmall talk again. 5 
How eou' d this bard ſucceſsful hope to prove P? 


So many heroes, — and not one in love! | Th 
No ſuitor here to talk of flames that thrill; ' 1 

To ſay the civil thing. % Your eyes ſo kill!“ 

No raviſher, to force us—— to our will ! | — 


You've ſeen their eaſtern virtues, patriot paſſions, 
And now for ſomething of their taſte and fafliions. E 
O Lord ! that's charming - cries my lady Figet, ) 

I long to know it. Do the creatures viſit? 
fs, Fay Yates, do, tell us. Well how is it? J 
Firſt, as to beauty. Set your hearts at reſt— 

They're all broad foreheads, and pigs eyes at beſt. 
And then they lead ſuch ſtrange, ſuch formal lives !— | 
A little more at home than Engliſb wives: 1 
Left the poor things ſhou'd roam, and prove untrue, W* Ye 
They all are crippl'd in the tiney ſhoe. | 

| | A hopeful 
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A hopeful ſcheme to keep a wife from madding ! 
We pinch our feet, and yet are ever gadding. . 
Then * no cards, no routs, nel er oye their 
ling, | 
And be is an unheard- of thing! 5 
Then how d'ye think they write? —Yowl ne'er 
divine, . 
From top to bottom down in one ftrait line. [ M;micks, 
We ladies, when our flames we cannot fmother, 
Write letters from one corner to another. [ Afimichs. 
One mode there is, in which both climes agree; 1 
I ſcarce can tell. Mongſt friends then Jet it b | | 
The creatures love to cheat as well as we, 
But bleſs my wits! I've quite forgot the bara 
A civil ſoul !—By me he ſends this card 
« Preſents reſpecis — to ev'ry lady here 
« Hopes for the honour ——of a fingle tear.“ 
The critics then will throw their dirt in vain; 
One drop from you will waſh out ev'ry ſtain. 
Acquaints you (now the man is paſt his fright) 
He holds his rout, —and here he keeps his night, 
Aſſures you all a welcome kind and hearty, 5 
The ladies ſhall play crowns—and there's the ſhilling 
party. Points to the upper gallery. 
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E PII. oGUE re CLEONE. 
5 Written by Mr. SHENS TONE. 


WX e Loder much ſor the Tragic 
vie: - 45 ; | 

— And now, the cuſtom is to make you ſmile, 
To make us ſmile ! I hear _—_— 1 
„ (ves —we have ſi'd indeed through half che * 
| 1 © Io 2 We 
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Me always laugh; when bards, demure and fly, 
“ Beſtow ſuch mighty pains—to make us cy, _ 
And truely, to bring ſorrow to a criſis, ö 
* Mad- folks, and murder'd babes are—forewd devices, 
«© The captain gone three years—and then to blame | 
<«« The veſtal conduct of his virtuous dame |— 

% What French, what Engliſb bribe would think it 
+ *:+ 65 treaſon, ; 
When thus accus'd—to give the brute ſome reaſon? 
Out of my houſe—this night, forſooth —depart | 

'« A modern wife had ſaid. — With all my heart: 
But think not, haughty Sir, I II ph gg / 
„Order your coach conduct me fate to town —— 
Give me my jewels—wardrobe—and my maid—- 
And pray take care, my pin-money be paid: 
„ Elfe know, I wield a pen—and, for his glory, 
My dear's domeſtic feats may ſhine in ſtory | 
Then for the child - the tale was truely ſad— 
«© But who for ſuch a bantling would run mad? 
„What wife, at midnight hour inclin'd to roam, 
„Would fondly drag her little chit from Vome f 
„What has a mother with her child to do? 
„Dear brats the Nurſery's the place for you 
Such are the ſtrains of many a modeſt Fair 
Yet memoires—not of modern growth declare 
The time has been, wien modeſty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth ; 
Ere, in the dice-box, ladies found delight ; 
Or ſwoon'd, for lack of cards, on Saaler night; 
When women hid their necks, and veil'd their faces, 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ſtar'd, at public pace 
Nor took the airs of Amazons—for £ra.es / 
When plain domeſtic virtues were the mode ; 
And wives ne'er dreamt of happineſs abroad, 
But chear'd their offspring, ſhunn'd fantaſtic airs, 
And, with the j:ys of wedlock, mixt the cares. 
Such modes are paſt—yet ſure they merit praiſe; 
For marriage trinmph'd in thoſe waſſel days: 6 
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No virgin ſigh'd in vain, no fears aroſe, _ 
Leſt holy wars ſhould cauſe a, dearth of beaun- 
By chaſte decorum, each, affection gain d; 
By faith and fondneſs, what ſhe won, maintain'd. 
'Tis yours, ye Fair! to mend a thoughtleſs age, 

That ſcorns the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage ! 

To yield frail huſbands no pretence to ſtray: 
(Men will be rakes, if women lead the way 
Jo ſoothe. But truce with theſe preceptive lays ; 
The Muſe, who, dazzl'd with your ancient praife, 
On preſent Worth, and modern Beauty tramples, 
Muſt own, ſhe ne'er could boaſt more bright 
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LEES 1 0 i 
DAPHNE AND AMYNTOR. | 
A this uſeful art will boaſt, 


To haſh, and mince, as well as boil and roaſt ; 
Our cook, to night, has, for your fare, made bold, 
'To haſh a piece of ven'ſon that was cold; 
With. freſh ingredients ſeaſons high the ſtew, 
And hopes the gueſts will heartily fall too. 
5 Leaving the piece to anſwer for itſelf, 
, We beg your favour for a little elf; 
| A young one, and a good one; yet no ſinner; 
And though a female, has no miſchief in her; 
Though oft with ſyren ſong ſne charm'd your ears, 
dhe now has other hopes, and other fears: | 


8, dhe hopes, not yet content with what is done, 
to find more ways into your hearts than one. 
ſe; N Addreſſing the boxes, 1 SES 
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A paſſian long ſhe hid, till out it broke, © 
And thus, with bluſhing diffidence, ſhe ſpoke: 
„What Joys, what raptures, in my breaſt would 
REC. es » 
Had I but leave to act, as well as ſing; _- 
Though young I am, ard difficult the trade is, 
<< In time, I'll do as much as other ladies... 
Ye giant wits, who run a tilt at all, 
Who ſpare, nor ſex, nor. age, nor great, nor ſmall, 
Should you, fell critics, lik the French wild beaſt, 
With A rehn'd, on damſels feaſt, - 
Spare our's awhile Let her ſome ſubſtance get, 
Plumpt high with fame. — She's ſcarce a mouthful yet, 
Or would you, ladies, ſtrike theſe giants dumb, 
You. can protect her from their Fee, Fa, Fum | 
Though humble now, how ſoon would ſhe'be vain, 
Should youchut cry,—Bravo !—-We'll.come again, 
"To rails your ſmiles, were it her happy lot, 
For ſmiles are honeſt, when the hands are not; 
Should you our little fongſtreſs Kindly treat, 
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With gratitude her little heart would beat; 

What raptures for a female, and fo young, 
'T'o have a double right to uſe hey tongue: Li 
ha Ra | — PLES — — e 7 
PROLOGUE do Taz LAME LOVER. N 
Written and Spoken by Mr « GENTLEMAN. 1 

un | * P {' Ni 
Moſt as unmeaning as politely kind a0. W o 
To beg a favour, or to plead excuſe, She 


Of both appears to be the gen'ral 1 
Shall my words, tipt with flattexy, prepare 
A kind exertion of your tend"reſt care? 


Shall 
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hall I preſent our Author to your ſight, 


All pale and trembling for his fate this night? 
Shall I ſolicit the molf pow'rful arms 


"Fo aid h's cauſe=the force of Beauty*s'charms = 


Or tell each critic his approving taſte 

Muſt give the ſterling ſtamp; wherever plac'd ? 

This might be done Hut ſo to ſeek e . 

Argues a conſcious weakneſs in the cauſe- | 

No—let the Muſe in ſimple truth appear, 

Reaſon and Nature are the judges here: 

If by their ſtrict· and ſol f. deſcribing laws, 

The ſev'ral characters to- night ſhe draws; 

It from the whole a finiſh d piece is made, 

On the true principles of light and ſnade: 

Struck with the harmony of juſt deſign - 

Your eyeg—your ears, —-your hearts will all combine 

Jo grant applauſe: but if a dauber's hand 

Groſs diſproportion marks in motley band. 

If the group's. ſigureg ſulſe connections ſno w, 

And glaring colours without meaning glow, 

Your wounded feclings, turn'd a diff rent way, 

Will juſtly damn— th Abortion of a play. 
As Farquhar has obſerv'd our, Engliſh la 2e 


- 


Like a fair ſpreading ank, che Muſe thould-drawy: | 


By ſmiling: Equity and Wiſdom made 
For Honeſty to thrive beneath its ſhade; + 
Yet from its boughs ſome reptiles ſhelter find 
Dead to each nobler fee ing of the mind, 
Who thrive, alas ! ton . and never ceaſe 
To prey on Juſtige, Property, and Peace, 

At ſuch to-night, with other legal game, 
Our vent'rous author takes ſatiric aim; 
And brings, he hopes, originals to view, 
Nor pilfers from th* Old Magpie, nor the New, 
To Candour then he'l cheartully ſubmit ;' 
dhe reigns. in boxes, galleries, and pit. 
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Efoken at the Theatre Royal, Covent- Garden, for the 2 

Benefit of the Net Generul Lying-in » Hoſpital, in Bi 
vrore-Street, Tottenhim-Court- Rond, by Mr. Shuter, 

in the Charatter ef Matron of the Hoſpital. ''' | — 
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Speak an Epilogue, Maſters I old and lame; 
Spare me, your Honours, I ſhall die with ſhame! 
In ſuch a trim too, ſore the board't'appear— —g— 85 
Well, .I obey ; behold your Matron here! 
Why do the Gentry laugh? at me I trow—- 
We poor old folks are always laugh'd at now; ä 
If we fall down, 'tis a good jeſt, you er, 
ITis an old woman; let her lĩ̃̃̃̃̃ 
Not one young man to help us up, or ſay 1 
A civil thing in a good- natur d way f 
But to your mem'ry I could times produce,  _ 
When we old women are of no ſmall uſe 
Let the gout pinch, ybu freely draw the purſe, 
And then I'm comely tender! Met. Nurſe !' 
When you get well, you change this ſtrain, 
"Tis damn ih old woman ! oh! ungrateful men! 
I, who with ſo much tenderneſs and care 
Have nurs'd and dand ed many a peeviſh heir; 
Ladies and Lords have ſlept upon this lap, -- 
And the firſt Captain here has fwallow'd pap: att 
Put I forgot what I was'ſent to aj . 
Our Hoſpital, the cauſe of this fine pla, 
Was near a- ground, good Sirs, without your aid; 
Our Butcher, Baker, Grocer, ſtill unpaidſ; A 
For our good, Maſters never can ſay nay, 
Nor ſend one poor pig-bellied wretch away; © 
"is a ſmall place, but all is good and plain, 
We leave great houſes to bac rich and vain. *. 
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Oh! * come and ſee it. for my ſake, 
And deign to take the caudle which I make; 
Did you but ſee the bleſſings you crete 
And the ſweet babes ſo healthy and ſo neat ! 
You'd not repent the money you beſtow, _ 
But add 1 ho to ſuch b woe. 
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Spoken 175 mw Roſe before” His Royal Highneſs th 
Duke of . 10 her *r 11 
the Cale of. Tom T humb.” 
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ER E comes Tem Thumb; a, rü hier yoo a 
| view her, > rec WA 

And yet Ccloſſus is a Pigniy to her.. 0 
You'll fa b 3 1 in enigmatic n 

Perha 3 but tis to make you kalle. 

Such little "fo ks as we, by magic art, 

Can ſoothe the paſſions, cultivate the heart; 
With candour you'll forgive a light miſter, | 

And praiſe the action for the Aar's ſake. 1 

Shakeſpeate, 'that matchleſs' and immortal name, 

Says all the children, tho” of larger fame; 

And juſtly: deem'd by chat Mfuſtfious bard, 

Who truſts his fame or fortune on: 4 card A | 
Young Lady Haughty too, net over mild. 
Can ſometimes condeſcend e play the child, 

Has all the ligtle arts her Lord to winj 

day, can ſuch chiKiſhpratle de an),? 

Phyſic and Law, can ſometimes play the ſool, 

Nay ſome thut preach! had better — School; 

'Tis not the ſhape or ſtature forms the man, 

=> hs up" lives to teaſon's "PF 

o with gigantic ſteps aſpires to 
And ict on honour bu in el d 0 1 
| * 
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E Pp 1 1. * 0 8. 0 i 
YOUNG een in the Tragic art, 
I'm come to aſk you, how you like my ys 1 
o ye approve my ſtature, voice, and air; 
Jay; as Tom Thumb, was I tout debonnair ? 
I've conquer'd giants, that indeed 4s true, 
But yer 1 wiſh for more—to vanquiſh you ; 
Bold in this combat, LIl maintain the field, 
Nor to our matchleſs Roſcius, deign to ield ; 
Though genius, judgment, true poetic pe 
In him to charm the wond'ring age conſpire ; 
_ Yet, why ſhould fears impede my. arduous liebe! 
No]! I Will. ſoar Olympus' ſtarry height, 
Still keep the glorzous Phoenix in my views. 
In copying him, I'm ſure to raviſh u; | | 
In your applauſe is center'd every Win,, 
Your candor crowns, nay conſtitutes, my bliſs ; ” | 
Kindly indulg'd by an e . | | 
A future harveſt may, repay 
Hereafter I may play à noh 
And in Monimia, touct CAC Re | 
No fympathizing breaſt the f. bt de enies, £678 
A Balvidera? 8 ig bi, 4 . 
Accept my gräteful thanks. — tis what owe, 
Your: $ the kind taſk, indulgence,to eſtoy 
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ARIQUS wg {hifts) of authors now AYay fo | 
For cperas, _— pantomimes ad Fs | 


Some 
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Some ſcour each all y of the town for wit, 
| Beggingz from dpor rodoor, the offal bit; 
Plunge in each cellar, tumble every ſtall, : 
And ſcud, like taylors, to each houſe of call; 
Gut every novel, {trip each monthly muſe, 
And pillage poet's corner of. its, new? 
That done, they melt the ftale farrago down, 
And ſet their diſh of ſcraps b-tore ine town-;/ | + » 
Boldly invite you to their pilfer'd ſtore, * 
Cram you. then wonder you can eat no more. 
ome, im our Engliſh claſſicks eeply rend, 
Ranſack the tombs of the illuſtrious dead; _ 
Hackney the muſe of Shakeſpeare o'er and oer, 
From thoulder to the flank, all drench'd. in gore. 
Others, to foreign climes and kingdoms roam, 
To ſearch for what is better ſound at home: 
The recreant hard, ol] ſcandal to the age! 
Gleans the vile refuſe of a Gallic ſtage. 
Not ſo, our bard To- night he bids'me ſay, 
You ſhall receive and judge an Engliſh play. 
From no man's jeſt he draws felonaous'praiſe,, , 
Nor, from his neighbour's garden crops his bays:- 
From his own. breaſt the lia Raga flows bs #11 on 
And the free ſcene no foreign maſter knows: | 
Nor only tenders he his work as; no, ; 
He hopes tis good, {or:wou/dnot give it you: 
True homely ware, and made of — 5 ſtuff, 
Right Britiſh drugget, honeſt, warm and. rough, 
No {tation'd friend he ſeeks, or hir'd applauſe ;. 
But conſtitutes youJjurors.in his caule. |. 12, 2 
For fame: he writes—ſhou'd folly be his doom. 
Weigh well your werdi®, and then give. it home 3. 
anon-f.y09 applauds let that applauſe; be true; 
or, undeſery'd, it ſhames both him and you. 
„ nt IWRN ' £24 ne 5316 bits. Noll bil 25 M1 4 
f ores 21:1 | 
M2 2010 20g) | cw 196d no oai-- bat bes. 
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''To Dr. AST in ener 


Written by D. Garrick, Ei; and ſbhn by Mr. Foote, | 
OUR 1 5 Kind maſters, from” bottom to 


be ik T breathe, or can fland——1 ea 
Be you Bree! to ſmile, or be Jeaſed to grumble; 
Be whatever you pleaſe, I am till your moſt humble. 
As to. laugh is a right only giyen to man, 

To keep up that right is: my pride and my plan. 
Fair ladies don't frown, I meant woman coo—- 
What's common to man, muſt be common to you, — 
Jou all have a right your ſweet muſcles to curl, 
From: the 4 ſmurking prude, £9 the titt ring young 


And ever — pleaſure my beanie I could ſpin. 
To. make you alt giggle; and you, ye >> grin. - 
In this preſent dare r as well as the _—_ 
To your favour again we preſent Dr. 7 TT 
Who, by. wonderful feats, in the papers recounted, 
From trudging on foot, to his chariot is mounted. 

Amongſt B's Old Britons when wir was begun 1 


Chanoteers would bay den while the feor could lay 0 


one: 


So, when doctors on Wheels wid diſpatches are ſent, | 


Mortality bills riſe a chouſund per cent. 
But think not to phyſie · that quack*ry's ngen, 
All the world is a ſtage, the quacks' are man- 


kind 
There's trade, law, and Rate-quacks ; nay; ER we 


has. ſearch, 


We ſhould find ,—Heaven bleſs us ! ſome 3 w 


the church ! 
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The ſtiff wal and tiff bob of the methodiſt race, 
Give the balſam of life, and the tincture of grace, 


And their poor wretched patients, think much good 
is done em, 


Tho' bliſters and cauſtics are ever upon them. 

As for law and the ſtate, if quack'ry's a curſe, 
Which will, make the good- bad, and the bad, will 

make worſe. 
We ſhould, Paint out the ACK: from. the Aula i 
rother, +. 

They are wiſer than I who can tell one, from SY: 
Can the ſtage with its bills, puffs, and patients eg 


trial, 
Shall we find out pq quacks in the Theatre Royal), 
Some dramatical drugs that are ba the town, 
Cauſe many wry faces, and ſcarce will ge deu 
Nay, an 9 ſometimes will, in quack ry IE 
| 3. 84 a 


And ſweat down an author, . pounds in ons night. | 
To return, to our quack —ſhould he, help d ** 5 4 


5 
* 


weather, ' 
Raiſe laughter, and bled perſpiration. t ether. 1 1 
Should "— nolan. of hip,, u a $. but 


"Ard ure ye, | 43 54 T0 * 
His 2 — well can deſerve, 1 — Los ye " 
'Tis ealy to ſet up a chariot in town, | | 
And eaſier {ill is that chariot laid doẽ mmm. [5 


He petitions by me, both as doctor and lover, 
That you'll not ſtop his ;Vhorls ＋ ** chaxiat ep * 


over, 
Fix him well I beſeech. you, ce wel on't would be, 
Shauld you ha 11 Nu ect ee l e 1 715 
Arenen ; 
reren n e enn [40 57 
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Britten by: mY Pr f 1 "I T 4 
0 o 


little Girl of four years and a 


- ADIES and entlemen, they ve ſent me out . 

But I'm afraid to tell you what about; 
Becauſe *twere bold in me, perhaps, you'll ſay, 
To come to afk you how you like the play; 
Yet that's my buſineſs ; nay, more free to make, 
I'm come to you'd like it for my fake. i 
The author took me in his arms juſt now, 
My dear, fays he, he kiſs'd me too, 1 . 
If you N go out and make the audience clap, | 
* E — — — and a fine new cap: 

is d me, 3 time he comes 
Bendl te to bring r mar plumbs, 
* — er you, think 


home I'm de of Ar ol "IL 
lay og! eyes Stingo to Sir Güter Mita: F 


. ye F — 81 Sir Gilbert, have you on hehe . | 


. *Tis really a. curtofity to view her; 
„Our little Betſey is a mountain to her; 
5 Such action, ſuchꝰa tongue and yet I query 
If ſhe be five years old - a very fairy!“ 
Si — anſwers with a peeviſh nod, 
w |! let the lied huſſy have a rod. 
ere are old folks enough to play the bel | 
6s 28 my lady, ſhould be ſent to ſchool. „ 
And ſo they ſhould the naughty ones no doubt, 
Who'll neither books nor needle learn without, 
But I am come of no ſuch idle breed; 
At four years old, I could both write and read. 


To- 
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To be at work my fingers ſtill are itching=— 
Thcſe flounces here are all of my own ſtitching, 
n [Taking up and ſhewing her frock, 
But is my prate difiik*d? for after all if 
1 am but young, tis true, and ſomewhat ſmall ; 
And taller ladies, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Might ſpeak an Epilogue with more addrefs. 
However, ſome few things I have to plead ; | 
Firſt pon my Word and credit I'ma maid. ] 
Will that paſs here for merit? I don't know=' ' 
I'm a new face—-whieh generally does'fo, 
And if you want me louder, taller, bolder; 
Have patience—lI ſhall mend, as I grow older. 


. 


- 
- 
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A N epilogue methinks I heard you ery, 
You want an epilogue—and ſo do I. 
Not having epilogue materials by nie, ö; 
I'll ſpeak concerning prologues—don't deny me: 
In prologues and in epilogues we trade, 
A ſameneſs, only with reſpect to place. | 
The theme but changes, as it changes ſtation, - - 
There tis a prayer, and here a deprecation: 
The learned author of a learned piece. 
Who writes according to the laws of Greece; 
The laws dramatic, are the laws I mean, 
Changes his prologue to a chorus ſcene. 
Gravely expatiates on his finiſh'd. plan, 
And bids you plot contrivange-ddiction ſcan, WL 
Bids you repreſs the feelings of the heart, 
And make the head the only judging part. 
The coxcomb author, in his prologue ſneers, 
And inſolently every patron jeets; TY 
PR . | . "= 
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Tells ye from life his characters he drew, 

And gives a portrait of himſelf and 72 putt L 
Draws you a top of taſte in light and ſhade, 
And bids you mark the character portray d- 
Informs you then the brightneſs is his own, 
And the dark ſhades belong, to you alone. 

But the true genius with a feeling heart, 
Paints as he feels, and laughs at rules of art. 
The finiſh'd piece intuitively bright, 

Shines with plain nature's emanating light : 
The beautiful in varied lights appears, 

While the ſublime, the noble fabrick rears : 
Gains all the deep receſſes of the ſoul, 

And brings the judgment under juſt controul. 

May real merit ever meet ſucceſs, 
| =_ genius wrong'd from wealth, obtain redreſs, 
ev o audience entertainment greet, 


Ak bards their laurels lay at beauty's feet, 


* * 


— 
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an by Ir T: SurTH at a private Benefit 


EFORE the breaſt faQitious feelings knew, 
Or art had croſt the line that nature drew; 
E'er human eyes were taught in faſhion's ſchoo], 
To laugh by method, and to cry by rule; 
Roſcius, whom nations ſtill immortalize, | 
Drew genuine tears from every Romans eyes. 
Succeeding ages as they grew refin d, 
The: heart neglected to allure the mind: 
Till Garrick roſe made excellence his on, 
2 ſeated nature on her long loſt throne. 
mit me to his trueſt copies here, 
Io pay a kind, aitributary tear. 
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Powel 
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Powel and Holland each a worthy name, 
While nature rules, ſupreme ſhall ſhine in fame. 
That won the heart while this the judgment ſeiz'd, 
And the ſtrong paſſions by the ſofter eas'd : | 
Since they are gone to what are left be kind, 
And cheriſh riſing merit as you find; 
To every gleam of genius favour give, 
Though Garrick's great he cannot always live. 

To night a medley we preſent to view, | 
Some part you've known, but ſome you never knew: 
For if the tragic muſe ſhould make you cry, | 
The comic here attends to wipe your eye. 
Firſt my reſpects I humbly pay to you, | 
Next to my friends behind, my thanks are due; 
To all I'm bound who come to act or fee, 
Since *tis to ſerve my family and me. 


— * 0 


A PROLOGUE on PROLOGUES, 
Intended to have been ſpoken on a particular accaſion. 


I ET me ſee—havell the prologue, ay or no? 

Yes—lucky to a proverb—a propos. 

here are a ſort of prefaces to plays, 

In gen'ral vogue and faſhion now-a-days: 
Beſides, had no kind welcome here been ſpoke, 
You might have charg'd us with a promiſe broke, 
Nothing ſo trite. and common with the town, 
Scarce 2 poor farce without, will now go down: 
A thread-bare theme—we can but glean—no more, 
The helds of fancy poets reap'd before. 
As morning whets create an appetite, 
So prologues often cauſe digeſtion light. 

But here's the rub—ynlets the matter's new, 
Whate'er the manner be twill never do: 

| | Some 
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Some are indeed mean fuſtian, tuff, and rank, 

| When authors fawn, and cringe, and ſooth, and 
. n . | 
For mercy ſuing, e' er you know th' offence, 
When known, what is't ? a total want of ſenſe. 
Prologues perhaps to a dramatic treat, 
Alluſion bear to graces before meat; | 
Nor ſhould be long, for by a ſtanding rule, 
When graces are.prolix, the diſhes cool : 5 
The gueſts appall d could wiſh em more conciſe, 
At leaſt if keenly bent, or over nice, 
For while your formaliſts ſtill whine and hone, 
Your craving bellies will in concert groan, 

Referring then to this premis'd alluſion, | 


mt >. % of =o 


Left we incur the blame of rude intruſion, 
Me haſten ſpeedily to a.concluſion: _ 
And bid thoſe welcome to our homely fare, 
Who deign to this poor tenement repair. 
'The beſt we have, moſt freely we impart, 
And add the tribute of a grateful heart. 


ON wo mr Aw Mtyy.i):t 
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PROLOGUE To Tas JUBILEE, 
„ Spoken in the Character of a W AITER. 
F* OM TLendon your honours, to Stratford I'm 


come | 

I'm a waiter your honours, you know buſtling Tom; 
Who proud of your orders, and bowing before ye, 
Till ſupper is ready, I'll tell you a ſtory. 

Twixt Hounſlow and Colebrooke, are two houſes of 

| fame 
Well known on that road, the two Magpye's by 

name; 5 
The one of long ro the other a new one, 
1 


282 
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'This boaſts it's the old one, and that it's the true 
one, | oure 


* 
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Sure we the old Magpye, as well as the younger, 
May boaſt that our ſiquor is clearer and ſtronger; 
Of bragging and puffing you make but a jeſt, 
You tafte of us both, and will ſtick at the beſt ; 
A race we have had, for your paſtime and laughter, 
Young Mag ftarted firſt, with old Mag hopping: 
after; 3 | 
'Tis ſaid the old houſe, hath poſſeſt a receipt; 
To make a choice mixture, ſow'r, Arens and ſweet; 
A TuUBILEE punch, which, fight ſkilfully made, 
Inſur'd the old Magpye, a good running trade; 
But think you we mean to monopolize, No! No! 
We are like brother A/bley, pro publica bono. 
Each Magpye your honours, will peck at his brother, 
And their natures were always to crib from each 
„„ A PR EY TP RS (9g? 
Young an and old one's, ate taught by their 
calling, + NS 11 
To laugh at enge Hag--But to practice ſoreſtalling; 
Our landlords are ganie cocks, and fair play but 
grant em . 
Ill warrant you paſtime from each little bantum. 
Let's return to the punch—1 hope from my ſoul, 
That now the old Mag pye, may ſell you a bowl; 
We have all farts and fizes, a quick trade to drive, 
As one ſhilling, two ſhilling, three ſhilling, five; 


n In this town of Stratford, you'll have each ingredient, 
Beſide a kind welcome, from me your obedient ; 
I; III now ſqueeze my fruit, put ſugar and rum in, 


And be back in a moment, Bell rings) a coming, a 
| coming, a eoming. 4 
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PROLOGUE vrow PROLOGUES, 
Writtn ty Mr. G ARRI CE. 
| Spoken by Mr. Kin. 


Aud, *egad, it will de for any other Play as well as this. 


XN old trite Proverb let me quote! 
—As is your cloth, ſo cut your coat.— 
To ſuit our Author, and his Farce, 
Short let me be | for wit is ſcarce. 
Nor would I ſhew it, had I any; 
The reaſons why are ſtrong and many: 
Should I have wit, the piece have none, 
A flaſh in pan with empty gun, | 
The piece is ſure to be undone. 
A tavern with a gaudy ſign, 
W hoſe buſh is better than the wine, 
May cheat you once—Will that device, 
Neat as imported, cheat you twice? 
'Tis wrong to raife your expectations: 
Poets be dull in dedications ! 
-Dulneſs in theſe to wit prefer —— 
But there indeed you ſeldom err. 
In prologues, prefaces, be flat! 
A ſilver button ſpoils your hat. 
A thread-bare coat might jokes eſcape, 
Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 
A caſe in point to this before ye, 
Allow me, pray, to tell a ſtory! 
To turn the penny, once a wit, 
Upon a curious fancy hit: 


Hung 
* 
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Hung out a board, on which he boaſted, 
Dinner for threepence ! baild and roafled! 
The hungry read, and in they trip | 
With eaget eye, and ſmacking lip: wu 
« Here! bring this boil'd and roaſted, pray?“ 
—Enter From rs each way. LS OFT 
All ſtar'd and roſe, the houſe forſook, 
And damn'd the dinner —kick'd the cook. 
My landlord found, poor Patrick Kelly, - 
There was no joking with the belly. 
Theſe facts laid down, then thus I reaſon, 
Wit in a prologue's out of ſeaſon, © 
Yet ftill will you for jokes ſit watching, | 
Like Cock-Lane folks for Fanny's ſcratchuns. - 
And here my fimile's ſo fit! . 
For prologues are but ghoſts of wit; 
Which mean to ſhew their art and ſkill, 
And ſcratch you to their author's will. 
In ſhort, for reaſons great and ſmall, 
Tis better to have none at all. 
Prologues and ghofls—a paltry trade 
So let 'em both at once be laid 
5 but the word give your commands, 
el tie our prologue-monger's hands: 
Confine theſe culprits ! (Holding up his hands) bind 
*em tight, 


Nor girls can ſcratch, nor fools can write. 
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Mitten by Mr. COLMAN. 


WI A T horrors fill the tragic poet's brain, 
* V-Y. Plague, murder, rape, and inceſt, croud his 


train; 
H 2. He 
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He pants for miſeries, delights in ills, 

The blood of fathers, mothers, children ſpills ; 
Stabs, poiſons, maſſacres ; and, in his rage, 
With daggers, bowls, and carpets, ſtrews the ſtage. 

Our gentler poet, in ſoft opera bred, 
Italian crotchets ſinging in his head, 
Winds to a proſp'rous and the fine-drawn tale, 
And roars—but roars like any ni dane — 
Woman, whate'er ſhe CELLS widow, wife 
A quiet woman is the charm of life. _ 
And ſure Cephiſa was a gentle creature, 
Full of the milk and honey of good-nature.. 
Imported for a ſpouſe—by ſpouſe refus d! 
Was ever maid fo ſhamefully abus'd ? 
And yet, alas! poor prince! I could not blame him - 
One wife, I knew, was full enough to tame him.. 
Iſmena and Timanthes, and Olynthus, | 
Might all be happy—for I choſe Cherinthus, 
But what a bard'rous law was this of Thrace ! 
How cruel there was each young lady's caſe! 
A virgin, plac'd upon the dreadful roll, | 
A hapleſs virgin muſt have ſtood the poll; 
But by Timanthes made a lucky bride, 
Iſmena prudently di/qualifyd. 
Ladies, to you alone our author ſues, 

Tis yours to cheriſh, or condemn his muſe, . 
The theatre's a mirror, and each play 

Should be a very looking-glaſs, they ſay; 
His looking- glaſs reflects no moles or pimples, 
But ſhews.you full of graces, ſmiles, and dimples. 
If you approve yourſelves, reſolve to ſpare—— 
And critics! then attack him, if ye dare. 


4 U 
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Tux PICTURE or a PLAY-H ou SE; - 
| OR, 2, 


BU CK S Have AT YE ATL. 


E ſocial friends of claret and of wit, 
Where'er diſpers d, in merry groupes ye ſit: 
Whether below ye gild the glitt'ring ſcene, 
Or in the upper regions oft have been; 
Ye Bucks aſſembled at your Ranger's call, 
Damme, I know ye—and have at ye all. 
The motive here that ſets our Bucks on fire, 
The gen'rous, wiſh, the firſt and laſt deſire ;. 
If you with plaud its eccho to renown, 
Or urg' d with fury tear the benches down; 
Tis ſtill the ſame—ro one bright goal ye haſte, 
To ſhew your judgment and approve your taſte. 
Tis not in nature for ye to be quiet, : 
No, damme, Bucks exiſt but in a riot.. 
For inftance now—to pleaſe the ear and charm th 
admiring crowd, 
Your Bucks en ſneer and talk aloud: 
To the green box next with joyous ſpeed you run, 
Hilly ho Fay my. Bucks! well damn it what's the 
un | 
Tho' Shakeſpeare ſpeaks—regardleſs of the play, 
Ye laugh and loll the ſprightly hours away: 
For to ſeem ſenſible of real merit, 
Oh, * it's low, it's vulgar— beneath us lads of 
wit. , ; 1 
Vour Bucks Och pit are miracles of learning, | 
Who point out faults to ſhew their own diſcerning 3 = 
And eritic like beſtriding martyr'd ſenſe, St | 
Proclaim their genius and vaſt conſequence, 55 
1 | 5 nw 
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The ſide long row, whoſe keener views of bliſs, 
Are chiefly center'd in ſome favourite miſs ; 

A. ſet of jovial Bucks who here refort, | 
Fluſh from the tavern, reeling, ripe for ſport : 
Wak'd from their dream oft join the gen'ral roar, 
With bravo, bravo —braviſlimo, et damme, encore. 
Or ſkipping that behold another row, 
Supply'd by citizens or ſmiling beau; 

Addrefling miſs, whoſe cardinal protection, 

Keeps her quite ſafe from ranc'rous detraction : 
Whoſe lively eyes beneath a down-drawn hat, 
Give hint ſhe loves a little - you know what. 
Ve Bucks above who range like gods at large, 
Nay pray don't grin, but liſten to your charge. 
You who deſign to change this ſcene of raillery, 
And out-talk players in the upper gallery. 

Oh there's a youth, and one o'th* ſprightly ſort, 
I don't mean you—damme, you've no features for't. 
Who lily ſkulks to hidden ſtation, 


While players follow their vocation, | 
Whiſtle, off, off, off? Noſee, Roaſt Beef—there's |. 


education. 
Now [I've explor'd this mimic world quite thro', 
And ſet each country's little faults to view: 
In the right ſenſe receive the well - meant jeſt, 
And keep the moral ſtill within your breaſt; 
Convinc'd I'd not in heart or tongue offend, 
Your hands acquit me, and I've gain'd my end. 


1 


ö Ä 


Or; ThESTISs's Advice to his Brother Poets and 


Actors. 


LJ HEN bards firſt Rroll'd through famous 


- 


Greece, 
Vending their works for pence-a-piece, b 
* 
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As ſtories ſay ; once on a time. i ed 
There liv'd a man, dealt much in rhime 


Deuce on his name; *twas ſomewhat droll— 


I've hit it; Theſpis his name, a merry ſoul; 
Some things he wrote, and ſome he ſtole z 
As ſome folks do of preſent date, 

Who ſmuggle what won't enter pate, 

And pilfer what they can't create. 
IT was on a day, a winter's day, 
If antient ſtories truth doth ſay, 
He ſhivering found the froſt-nipp'd ſingers 
Quavering, and breathing on their fingers: 
Sol's rays withdrawn, and harveſt done, 
And Sylvan ſwains had heard their fun, 
Each gibe, each jeſt, and merry pun,, 
Declin'd and droop'd with ſet o'th* ſun : 
Not like the ant in ſummer's. prime, 
Who wiſely hoards for winter-time ; 
But for the morrow nought preſerving, _ 
Like modern Wits, theſe Bards were ſtarving. 
Theſpis, who view'd their ſtary'd condition, 
Stood not on terms, or call'd phyſician. 
He in their faces famine read. | 
And knew their bellies muſt he fed. 
He, piteous, ſaw their hungry caſes, 
Their meagre, long, and diſmal faces 
The pot hung on, made ſoups and jellies, 
Warm'd them well, and fill'd their bellies.” 
With joy they ſtar'd at ſuch a friend, 
Then bleſt the gods, and eat *thout end; 
Each charging loud his gen'rous hoſt, 

And trying which could eat the moſt, 
The dinner ended, things remoy'd, 
Each Bard by Theſpis muſt be prov'd ; 
Each would his choiceſt ſpirit pour, 
While wit and ſong in jovial ftore | 
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Had ſet the table on a roar; le, | 
They'd fill their bellies, and they car'd no more, 
TnEspis their patron, kind benefactor, . 

Pleas'd with the ſcene, addreſs'd each actor; 

«© My friends, I'm proud I could relieve ye; 

& Mark me well, and pray believe me; ; 

*« Your ſummer flies will always die, | 
Nor do they think—'tween you and I, | 
« Of winter's dearth and poverty: 

«© Henceforth take care ye live to-day, 

And not at once throw all away: 

« Be this each Bard and Actor's plan, 

«© To be the prudent, honeſt man; 

« And every moral virtue ſcan, 

„ Preſerving ever what he can, 

© 'Theſe — my friends, but cloſe obſerve, 

% You'll live to day — nor morrow ſtarve.“ 


———_—— 


— — 


Tar POLITICAL BARBER, 
An INTERLUDE: 


As performed by Mr. Waldron and My. Smith for two 
eaſons, with great applauſe, at. the Theatre-Royal at 
Richmond-Green, Surrey. | 


Razor, Mr. WALDRON: 
Quidnunc, Mr. SMITH. 


Quidnunc diſcovered at a table, with a heap of News- 
papers, &c. | 


IX and three is nine—nine and two is eleven 
kJ eleven and carry 1—Let me ſee; eleven millions 
Dres. —All this is ſpecic—gord.—Why, then, how 
the devil are we ruin'd ? how are we ruin'd? What 
ſays the /and-tax, at four ſhillings in the pound 5 

millions. 
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millions — good. —Stay, ftay ; let me not too faſt 
let me ſee my new aſſeſſment— Oh, here it is; — the 
fifth part of twenty 5 in 2 I cannot; but 5 in 20 
[thinking] right :—upon my new aſſeſſment there is 
Juſt four millions —good, —How can we be ruin'd ? — 
What ſays malt, cyder, and mum ?—3 and carry 1, 
nought and go 4—geod; good. — then how are we 
ruined? how are weruined?— Then there's the lottery 
—W here—where's my laſt new ſcheme for a lottery : 
—Oh, here ;— two millions good WinDow- 
LicHTS.; good again: then how are we ruin'd ? 
STAMP-ACcT—abh, that's not ſo well; it will have 
a bad effect upon the news-papers, and we ſha'n't 
have enough of politics. | 
bad article; for if people will foot fire down their 
own throats in a chriſtian country, they ought to pay 
as much as poſſible for ſuicide. SALT—g00d 5—— 


SUGAR— very good, —— Let me ſee ;—b and 3 is 9, 


9 and 2 is eleven, — Now for the amount of the 
whole; 5, ooo, 2, 200 and—— Ah! friend Razor, I'm 
glad to fee you. 1 . | | 
Enter Razor coughing, with his baſon, beating up a 
lather. Prompter's ſide. 
Well —ha'ſt got any news ? 
Razor. A budget! I left a gentleman half ſhav'd in 
my ſhop over the way; it came into my head of a 
ſudden ; ſo I could not be at eaſe till I came and told 
ou. | 
: Quid. That's kind; that's kind, friend Raſor— 
Never mind the gentleman ; he can wait. 
Razor. Yes, yes; he can wait; he can wait, 
Duid. Come, now, let's hear what it is? 
Razor. I ſhav'd a great man's butler to-day, 
Quid. Did ye? 1 8 | 
Sad. I did. 
uid, 
Razor 


* 


14 8 
Very true. Sai 


Gin-ACT ; that's no 


2 — — 
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uid. What did he ſay. | 
4 Nothing. . 
Quid. Hum — how did be look ? 
- Razor. Full of thought. 
Duid. Ay! full of thought! What could that 
mean? 
EKaxor. Something. 
Do. It muſt (Paring at eath teher) I've hit it— 
- mayhap ſom omebody going out of place. 
- ani Like enough— there's ſomething at the bot. 
tom, when a great man's butler looks grave—things 
can't hold out in this manner, Maſter Quidnunc ] 
Kingdoms riſe and fall! rife and fall !—This luxury 
will be the ruin of us all, it will indeed, it will in- 
deed, (Looking at him.) | 
\Oud. Pray now friend Razor, do you find buſi- 
neſs as current now as before the war 4 
Razor. No, no, I have not made a wig the Lord 
knows when: things are quite altered, for the men 
wear their own hair, and the women wear wigs now; 
beſides, I can't mind it for thinking of my oor 
country. 
Quid. T hoſe prin friends Razor 
Razor, Yes, I cannot give my mind to any thing 
for thinking of my country; and when I was in 
'Bedlam it was the fame; I could think of nothing 
elſe in Bedlam, but poor old England, and fo they 
faid as how I was incurable for it. 
1 *Sbodikins ! they might as well fay the ſame 
of me, 
B Razor. They mi ight indeed——well Jour ſervant 
Mr. 2uidnunc :; Oh Maſter Quidnunc, do 8 know 
what a rebel my wife is? 8 
Quid. A rebel ! 


Razor. Ay | a rebel—I earned acorn Lat half- 


penny to-day, and ſhe wanted to lay out all that 
* ſum * the children — ho- but I * 
oſe 
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thoſe candles for the 2 of my country, to rejoice 
with, as a body may ſa 

wile Ah; you're an ' honeſt man, friend Razor, 
and if every body han like you and 111. what a nation 
we ſhou'd be! 
Razor. Ay, very true. I'll go now and ſhave the 
reſt of the gentlemen's face = Poor Old England. 
(Geing VA fas end and Bake his head. 
- O14, But bark yl. friend Razor, aſk th e gent 
man if he's got any news, 


(Here Razor e come back. 
Razor, I will—1 witt. : 
"Doll: And d'ye hear, come and tell me if ke 


"Hos. I will, I will—Poor Old England. 
(Going returns. 
Mafter Duidnme. 4 have been thinking, ner can 
I fleep in my bed for it: what will become of th 
Ruſſians, if the Turks ſhou'd get the better in thi 


preſent war. 


Quid. Hum hat will become of the Rufßans 
if the Turks ſhou'd get the We in aan preſent 
war. 

8 Th Geographer of " PT) 

ud, 1'1 tell you— The pher of our'c 
noe was 2 other day, that there is a hug 
tract of land about the Pole where the Ruffians' mia 
retire, and that the Turks will neyer be able to beat 
them thence, if the Chriſtian powers do but hold 
together and make a diverſion in their favour. 

_ Razor. O Maſter Quidnunc, I was thinking if the 
Ruſſians ſhou'd beat the Turks and take them all. 
priſoners, how much” better it will make for our | 
trade, Maſter Quidnunc. 

vid. Ah | how'ſoj friend Razor: It what reſpedt 


vill it bel buſineſs:? a 
22 I uu. 
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55 ; ba 
' Razor. ( Here he laughs, ſaying cunningly) Why 
then they'll be oblig'd to be 98 | 
(Exit Prompt. loobing and laughing at Quid, 
Heating up bis lather as he goes off. 
Quid. Right, friend Razor. | 
(Exit Quid. lboking and laughing 
at Razor eppeſite Prompt. 


2 


einne 
eee ee 
To IT's WELL IT's NO WORSE. 


— 


Captain O Corr ER enters croſſing the flage, but upen 
» ſeeing the audience, ſleps, and thus addreſſes then. 


Hol there ye are | - before one word 1 utter, 
Q I muſt tell you, my dears—that I, Captain O 
Cutter, 


With ſilent reſpect, will a thing or two ſay, 
About my relation who wrote this new + 4M 

My couſin, poor foul, is in a damnable fright, 
Becaſe why ?—to amuſe ye he takes grate delight ; 
I ſaid, 4 og ſhame what a man and be fright» 


: u * 
A pale baſhful Iriſhman's never delightful 
No e gain'd, with ſuch dread looks as 
le thoſe, 1 5 | 
I told him, a man ſhould not ſhrink at his foes; 
That you were his friends, and would taſte what he 
8 | writ, ; £1 ; 
If he would not o'erJoad you with humour and wit; 
He ſwore he would nat be ſo weak and abſurd ; | 
And if I know my couſin; he'll not brake his word. 
Mi couſin's no ſlouch, at your reading and writing, 
Tho' now for his play, he's as pale as a whiting. 
| | I anſwer'd 
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f anfwer'd for you, which his heart has much eas d, 
That tho? you don't like it, I'm ſure you'll be 
leas d; | ; 
For they ſay that Old Nick, if he's pleas'd, will be 
You':l like it, if not pleas'd, to be unlike the Devil?“ 
In ſhort, my dear couſin has taken a prize, l 
I'm ſure you'll applaud him, *tis Spaniſb, wy boys. 
An old crazy veſſel, ill built, rigg'd, and plann'd, 
But now is re- built, new rigg'd, and new mann'd; 
And juſt ready to lance, —if, when it appears 
From this noble veſſel, you'll give it three cheers. 
'T will lighten his heart, tho? it load not his purſe, 
And the rogue will cry out Tig well it's no worſe. 
From the head to the ſtarn, thus let me addreſs you, 
To lend us your hands — for faith I'll not preſs you. 
Firſt * you in the top there, with bawling don't ſtun 
him, e 1 : 
As you're ſtout pray be merciful—don't fire upon 
him | 
If 4 you on the quarter-deck will not befriend him, 
Your ſwivels and ſmall arms, faith, quickly will end 
| him, PS wg $38 LAN. 
And if | you between decks my couſin don't fa- 
: vor, : 
But give him your broadſides, you fink. him for- 
ever, 5 | | Fa.) 
And O ye || ſweet craters, who ſit in the cabin, 
Whoſe privateer eyes are our hearts ever nabbing, 
Do but awe. with your cannon this critical crew, . 


You'll charm Iriſh hearts, to your ſex ever true, 
That a ſon of St. Patrick's protected by 96. 


> * r ; 
Upper gallery. T Firſt galley. 1 Pit,. 
| Boxes, 8 The pit. 


* 
9 
* 


+ * 4 * 1 9 S 
I f * 
— * — 5 


(200) 


SPOUTE R's MEDLEY. 


| Caro. 
LATO. it muſt be. ſo—thou reaſon'ſt well, 
Elſe whence this pleaſing hope, this fond deſire, . 
This longing after immortality, 
8.— whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror 


- CONFEDERACY, 
A Nunnery. 
In ſhort ſhe is at laſt reduced to that extremity, and 
attack d with ſuch a battalion of Duns, that rather 
than tell her huſband (who you know is ſuch a do 
he'd let her go if ſhe wou'd) the has e'en determin 4 
to _ Papi and bid the world adieu for life. 


Maid F the MiLL. 
But if I don't ſhow him in Lieu of it, g 
A Trick that's fairly worth two of it, | 
Ihen let me pals, ' 
For a Fool, or an Aſs, 
Oreo.” | 

11 Get me a fone poiſon Iago this night, I'll not ex- 
poſtulate with her, leſt her body and her beauty un- F 
_ my mind'again——this night 14g IT, 
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8 — him j 

for a coxcomb; now has he ruined his eſtate to buy 

A title, that he' my be a fool of the firſt rate. | 
AIR PENITENT, 

Were ye, ye fair, but cautious whom ye Jul 

Did you but know how ſeldom fools are j 

So many of your ſex wou'd not in vain, 

Of broken vows, and faithleſs men complain. 

Of all the various wretches love hath made; 

| BoLDd STROKE For A Wirk. | 

What a valuable collection of rarities might 

I have had by this time, 


vw Rey B* wand ot 
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CARELESS 
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| .CarELEss HUusBAND. 8 
I I was married, I wou'd as ſoon part with my 
eſtate as my wife for | | | 


BEE CITIZEN. | gd 
The girl's a natural So much the better—I'lh, 
marry her and lock her up. | Ct 
School rox LoveRs. 


But ſtay —— 5 
Know then Sir, that I am miſtreſs of myſelf —— 
Miſtreſs of my fortune and may beftow my hand 
wherever my 2 directs it. | | 
RERCRUITI NO OFFICER. 

And I ſhall be a lady, a Captain's lady, and ride 
ſingle upon a white horſe with a ſtar, upon a velvet 
ſide-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London and fee the 
tombs, and the lions, and the queen. WY 

. hs JourxnEy ro Lox vox. 4 
And mayhap they may find that I have brought 
my tongue up to town with me. 

| Venice PRESERVED. 
Sure thou art honeſt? . _ 
Merry Wives OF WiNnDsoR. 
What ſhall de honeſt man do in my cloſet, thers 
is na honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſet. _ 
uUsSPICIQUs HUSBAND. 

Look ye madam——1 never could make fine 
ſpeeches Sa | 
125 Baux STRATAGEM. _ | 

In the firſt place I enquired who the gentleman 

was ——they'told me he was a ftranger—Secondly, 
I aſk'd what the gentleman was ——they anſwered - 
and ſaid that they never ſaw him before —Thirdly, 
I enquired what countryman he was——they replied 
'twas more than they knew—Fourthly, I demanded 
whence they came — their anſwer was they could 
not tell—— And fifthly, I aſk'd -whither they went, 


and they replied, that they knew nothing of the 


matter. e 
SCnook. 


10 Srourkxs MzpLEV. 


School FoR GUARDIANS. | 
| You have prov'd it to a demonſtration by the ſame 
ſort of logic that was uſed by one of the wits of 
Charles the ſeconds time to his dog, when he was 
too lazy to beat him. | | 
Every Man IN nis HumouR, . 
Obſerve me judicially, ſweet Sir ; they had plant- 
d me three Demi- Culverins juſt in the mouth of the 
breach: Now, Sir, as we were to give on, their 
maſter gunner confronts me with his Linſtock ready 
to give fire Upon 
w 
That damn'd Shakeſpeare. I hear the fellow 
was nothing but a deer ſtealer in Warwickſhire. 
| ZARA. | 
*"T was true, for in the horrors of that day, 
I ſnatch'd your infant daughter from the cradle, 
But finding every hope of flight was vain 
| SUSPICIOUS HUSBAND. . ; 


1 ſhould have told you firſt T was in another lady's 


chamber—by the Lord, I got in at the window by— 
: | CV 
Juſt three ſoft ſtrokes upon the chamber door, 
And at that ſignal you ſhall gain admittance. 
ALCHEMIST. 
J do thank his worſhip——— for 
7 CounTRY WIFE.. 7 
I have ſo ſtrong a faith in your honour, dear, dear 
noble Si that I'd forfeit: mine for yours at any 
time. LP 


| : HAMLET. | 
To be or not to be, that is the queſtion, 
Whether *tis nobler in the mind to ſuffer 
= ſtings and arrows of outrageous fortune,. 
r to | 


, LionNEL AND CLARISSA, Spot, 
Marry a duke—how much money do you think 
a duke wou'd expect with ſuch a wench, 

2 25 RELAPSE; 


ear 
ny 


hink 


\PSEF | 


The youth that is form'd to my mind, 


SpauTERs MEDLEY, fd3 
4 ho RELAPSE. 
Five hundred pounds, ſtamp my vitals. | 
Love IN A VILLAGE. 


Muſt be gentle, obliging and kind, 
Of all things in nature love me, 
Haye ſenſe both fo ſpeak and to ſee. 
* __ Ricnaap III. 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my kingdom for a Horſe, * 
ROMAN FATHER. "ERP 
I will hunt the villain thro” the world? 
No deſerts ſhall conceal, nor darkneſs hide him; 
He is well ſkill'd in flight, but he ſhall find 
Busy Body. | | 
I ſhall go ſtark mad if I am not let into this ſecret 
for, | 
| CYMBELINE. | 
If you buy ladies fleſh at a million a dram, you can- 
not preſerve it from tainting But I ſee— _ 
MacBETH. 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold, 


Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes which thaw 
doſt.— 4 | 


- UPHoLSTERER, . 

Tell me news— l did not know it was felony But 
if the Flanders Mail ſhould come in while I am 
there, I ſhall know nothing at all of. EEO. 

© ORPHAN oF CHINA, 
The laſt of China's race, nay mock not majeſty, 
Nor with the borrow'd robes of ſacred Kings, 
Dreſs up a wretch like | | 

37 FRALONS NV IFEGS 5 - i 
Tom come Tickle me, Who was got out of the famous 
Tantwyuy Mare, by Sir Aaron Driver's chelnut borle 

Love MAKE aA MAN. 


Snuff pox—-Cram it hard you dog, and be here again 
before - : 


4 THE | 


40 _— Spourtrs Mor. 
Tak WonDtR. . 
3 dies—and that's in the ſurgeon 8 power; 
and he's in love with my daughter, you know. 
- CounTRy WIFE: 
Be a pander to your own wife—bring men to her 
let them make love before your face, thruſt them 
into a — 
: Cas ELESS HUSBAND. 
— Snuff box—and ſhe pretends to ſee if III give it 
her again 
| denn oF VENICE. 
— Ts bait fiſh withal—If it will feed nothing elſe 
—it will feed my revenge he hath diſgrac'd me, and 
hinder'd me of half a million laught at my loſſes 
—mock'd at my gains—ſcorn'd my nation—thwart- 
ed my bargains—cool'd my friends—heated mine 
enemics—and what's his reaſon— I am 
5 PO VOEK'D WIr. 
A woman of qua'ity—1 wake about two o'clock, 
in the ee ſtretch and make a ſign for my: 
chocolate hen I have drank three cups, I ſlide 
down again upon my back. with my arms over my 
head, while my iwo maids put on my ftockings— 
Then hanging upon their ſhoulders—I am 
HxERRY V. ö 
| Harry England, 
be dead, we did pat deep, 
ne is a better ſoldier than | 
CYMON. _ 
3 ſhepherdefs & „ia She is ſo cold and fo 
coy that ſhe flies from her lovers, but is never willy 
out a ſcore of them.—And 5 | 


No longer on your patience to intrudez 
I humbly beg permiſſion to conclude. | 


4 3 ct * 


1 


